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on, 


THE PERUVIAN HERO. 


ACT l 


SCENE 1 —T be 22 of Pizarro 5 Tm ent. 


ExLvIRA, [in man's apparel, Needing o on a couch. ] 

VALVERDA, [enters ſoftly, gaze: upon her with 
defire, then kneels beſide ber and E es ber bande 
She wakes, and oe him with wenn | 


3 


u 9 88 00 


PHE power of your charms muſt excuſe my 


freettom. 


EI v. My charms ? Truſt me. Valverda, you will | | 


ſome day e ap a miracle. 


Vary. An! that will be ?. 
EL v. Making a woman diſpleaſed with her own 


beauty. 


VA v. You are bitter. 
Ev. Why then did you aiſturb my pleain 
dream? 
| Vary. Of what were you dreaming? 

ELv. That 1 ſaw you on the ſcaffold, 

Vaiv. How long will Elvira make my love her 


” B : | Ex v. 
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Hv. Thy love? Who gave the b 8 re- 
pectable a name? Between ourſelves be it ſaid, Val- 


verda, whenever L hear thee fpeak of love, thou 

ſeem'ſt to me like a cut- purſe, with God's bleſſing 

in his mouth, and his hand in his neighbour's pocket. 
Varv. A lovely woman may ſay any thing. 


ELV. A faucy knave will dare any thing. Wo 


gave thee permiſſion to diſturb my flrep ? Isr not 


enough, that every night the trumpets wake me ? 


Yet had-I rather they ſhould -otiend oy bearing, 


than thou my ſight. 

VAI v. You underſiqnd-admirably _ to try a 
man's patience. 

ELV, Offend me thus once more, and Pizarro 
| ſhall be informed of your deligns. 

VALIV. Good Heavens! By what ſpell bas Pi- 
Zarro thus cnchanted thee * His eye ſavage and 


gloomy, his beard uncombed,..aa hypocrite in 


friendſhip, tyrant. in love hy nes + 

El. Hold, friend! Your funeral foreman © comes 
too ſoon; you forget, that he ſtill lives. | 

| Vary. Rude and unfaſhioned both in body and 

ſoul, in youth a ſwineherd, in manhood Sovernng 

men like wine. 


ELV. Ha! Ha! Ha! 'Tis becauſe be knows 


what ye are. - 


Vary, More 1 ignorant itn an Andaluſian mu- 
leteer I the hero, the glorious hero, cannot even 


read or write! 


Ev. Hark You, mine honeſt Gicad A woman 
in love enquires not whether the object of her paſ- 
fon can read. or write ; for love can only be read 
in the eyes, can only be written in the heart. Prow- 


els} nor ſcience, binds it! chains the foul of a wor 


man; Pizarro combats with the ſword, you with a 


pen; he ſheds blood, and you ſhed ink. 


VAI. 


Valv. As yet neither has done us'much-ſervice, 
Exv. With all your ſcribbling, never. had Nug- 


nez Balboa diſcovered the South Sea; wich all the 


learned ſaws of your Ariſtotle, Pizarro and Alma- 
gro had never fitted out a fingle ſhip: Vou might 


ſtill have been poring over your” deſky and 1 per- 
haps at this moment might be. . f!“ 


Varv. And, in being what we are, have we loſt, 
or gained? That queſtion is ſtill undecidet. 
Ev. Oh! loſt. - the uniformity of a  Cloiſter, 


the repole of a dormouſe ! 3 e e, 


Valv. So! Thus are women ever ! T0 bb re- 
marked is all they care for ! In their opinion ſplen- 


did miſery is preferable: to undiſturbed ſecurity and 


tranquil bliſs. CY 
ELiv. Know'ſt thou, what ! in our opinion is moſt 


diſguſting? an unſolicited adv __ and a x preacher 


of common- place. I, 
Var. Aye! aye! mock while: the 108 Wing 


and tremble when the thunder rolls. Perhaps that 
moment is not far off. 


EL v. Valverda turned prophet ! q At: on what 
prouncy does he pronounce this oloomy oracle? 

VaLv. Are we not in a foreign land, where 
death threatens us in every unknown herb, in every 


yet untaſted fruit? Whom the ſword ſpares, pe- 


riſhes by ſome unexpected ſtroke of Heaven; daily 


does the number of our troops decreaſe. 


ir tie better: Are we not the heirs of | 


thoſe who die ? #2 NN 
VaLv. Aye, there lies the point ! ! Gu 1s ; your 


0 object. 


Erv. And what then is thine; hogeft Valverda? 
Think'ſt thou I cannot find out the wolf, becauſe 


he mimics the lamb's bleating? Thinbeſt thou 


the knave can eſcape the eye of a woman? Away 
| B 2 


4 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


away ! In the whole camp there is not one who 

ſpeaks as he thinks, except the old Las Caſas. 
VaLv. Name not the enthuſiaſt : Still does he 

dream of humanity ! of toleration ! | 


ELv. Know'ſt thou. Valverda, there are mo- 


ments when this old man's vitons tieize on my 


heart moſt power fully? when J had rather kiſs his 


grev beard, than the brown cheeks of Pizarro ? 


when whole nights of voluptuouſneſs are ſcarcely 
able-to remove from my breaſt the painful move” 


fion of kis words? 
Varv. For ſhame, Nei 5 


ELv. [with 4 jig —Had | known this old man 
ſoone , who knows what I might now have been! 


Vauv. A pious enthutiait in the cauſe of what _ 


is called Humanity, fince noching is more taſci- 
nating than words, which have no diftinct ſignifi - 


cation: the imagination giows exalted, and then 


oo Oh! martyrdom 1s a fine thing l 
ELV. What a philotopher oo, Valverda ? 


Varv. Docs wy being one diſpleate you? Let | 


us deicend then from the clouds of philoſophy, 
and repoſe on the flowery beds of love. 
- 'Exv. I hoſe flowers wither beneath your foot- 


\ ſteps. In ſhort, friend, if you would have Elvira 


love you, away with your pen, graſp a {word, and 
do tome hat glorious. 


Varv. And what then {o glorious has Pizarro 
done? 


ELv. What ? Aſk that queſtion either of the 
old world, or the new! By the ſtrength of his own 


wings did he raiſe himſelf from the ſwineherd's 


lowlineſs to the general's rank. When he left Pa- 
nama in one ſmall ſhip, accompanied but by one 


hundred ſoldiers, to conquer an unknown world, 


then did my heart whiſper me A bold man Pp? 
dl hen 


EEE - TY  OON EI Wa-  N O es 8 3 PR 


A TRA 16, 


aro upon the little iland Gallo he drew a line 


on the ſand with his rapier, permitting every one 
to leave him who choſe to paſs that line, and, hen 
no more than thirteen brave fellows ſwore to 1 | 
him, at whoſe head he devoted himſelf to victory. 
or death, Oh ! then did my heart U peak e 
A glorious man! — 

VaLV. Glorious, if his plan ſucceeds; - but 


ſhould it fail, the world will call bim a mad man and 
| a fool. 


ETV. Tis the fate ot every hero. Children view 
with aſtoniſhment the aſcent of a rocket; but when 
it burſts, they laugh. 5 

Valv. Say, it ſhould aſcend even to the clouds, 
what cavſt thou hope even then? 

ELy. To be Peru's vice-quecn : Pizarro ſhall 
govern this wild people; I will poliſh it. 

VAI V. Indeed? Then know'it thou but ill Pi- 


ꝛarro's crafty ambition. Should Fortune place 


him on the pinnacle of his wiſhes, immediately 


will his hand be given to ſome vride, the noblenels 
of whoſe birth may efface the blemiſhes of his own, 
and whoſe connexions may aſliſt in his ſupport at 


court, while the poor Elvira is fo. gotten, Tore 
too all hat ſhe has done and tutlercd. 

ELV. Ha !—Should it prove ſo .. But no, it 
will not. Hils on, thou poilonous reptile ! | 
heed thee not. 

VALV. On the other band ſtands Valverda, 
now but Pizarro's ſecretary, ere long his chancel- 
lor; and would Elvira but deign to ſhare . 

Er, neemt -- : 

Vary. You cruſh down the flower which 


courts your plucking, whilſt ſtraining to obtain a 
fruit which bangs beyond your reach. Truſt me, 


Elvira, lo long as this Alonzo de Molina inſtructs 


: Op | the 
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the foe i in our deſigns, and warns him againſt our- 
 artifices, fo long will Pizarro's threſhing produce 


nothing bur chat?. 
" Etv. And fo long a8 Pizartb deſerves my 


favour, no artifice ſhall have power to ſeparate 


me from him. If Fortune withdraws from him 
her hand, Elvira ſhall give hit hers. 
Val v. Repentance halts, yet ſhe ever over- | 


takes Folly.— Hark! I hear Pizarro's voice. 


Erv. Quick !—an honeſt countenance, if tbou 
can't, arch hy pocrite! 


SC EN E II. 
Pizarro, Exv RA, VALVERDA. 


Pi ZARRO, [tarts when he ſes E ira with Pat. 
verde, and eyes tem With a glance of glo my Suſpicion, 
Elvira ſmiles] And why that ſmile? _ 

ELv. To laugh and cry without 1az1 ing where- 
fois, is. the privilege of a woman. _ 

Piz. But I 20% have that wherefore ſaid. 

ELv. You will! you will But Twill not. 


Vary. Donna Elvira was ridiculing my anxie- 


* 

Piz. At thar? 

Vary: Leſt the foe, by its ſuperior numbers and 
diſciplined by Alonz o-. 

Piz. [V ornfully.] None but a woman, or a man 
who reſembles one, can fear that boy. 

VarLv. You are right. My fears were childiſh 
and low-· minded: a pupil under your banners, the 
preſunptuous boy now Gates io meaſure his {kill 
againſt bis maſter ! | 

P1z. At my table hath he feds, in my. tent hath 
he llept. 

LN ALY. The ingrate ! 


: Pi 


FE DA D 


Bi, 1 him: his mother, a proud woman, 
jatruſted him to my care; and there glowed in the 
boy's heart a ſpark of heroiſm, which I hoped ere 
long to fan into a flame. 

EL. Nothing but love can make the man an 
hero. a | 
Piz. You ark fo ?—I us never loved. 

ELv. Then are you not yet an hero. 
PIZz. [to Valverda.] Often, when I related to 


him the fortunes of our firſt expedition; how I 


wandered with my few companions on. this coaſt 


for ſeventy days; how winds and billows by ſea, 


how lwampe, tloous, and impervious woods by 
land, equalled the toil of every ſtep to a day's 


journey; how. ſymetimes the ſavage natives, and 
ſometimes the inclement ſky, fous hc againſt us; 


bow battle, and hunger, the ſultry atmoſphere, and 


unknown itcaſ-s, daily diminiſhed my. little troop,. 


till neceſſity com: 7 me to leave theſe accurſed 


Coaſts, and fly for the preferyation of life to an un- 
inhabited rock oppoſite to the Pearl Iſlands: when 
in plain e -d terms I dit; play ed all this be- 
fore him, then would Alonzo claſp me in his arms 


with admiration, „ bile a tear glittered! in his large 
Blue, 

VaLv.. And whoſe foot 600 down this hopeful 
plant! | 


Piz. Oh! then came Las Cala with bis ſmoorh 


tongue, ſnatched the youth with him into loftier 


ag, iatoxicated him with idle enthuſiaſm, and 
rom that hour did 1 labour in vain to draw him 
from his airy caſtle into the marerial exiſting 


world. 


Varv. And then he fled, became your foe, and 
betrayed his country ! : 
Piz. But ere his Ws the fooliſh boy ſtrove to 

__ ſhake 
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ſhake the reſolution of the man. He hung wee ping 
on my neck, ſtrove to win the drawn apier from 


my graſp, and called the Peruvians our brethren. 
Val v. Such hardened heretics our brethren? 


Las Cafas, there we recognize your pupil. 


Piz. When be ſaw that his tears fell upon 
marble, he fled to the enemy, treacherouſly took 


advantage of their numbers, my inftructions, and 
his knowledge of our ſtrength and weakneſs, and 


compelled me—Hi!—toa diſgraceful retreat! 


Vary But revenge now hovers over his head. 

Piz. With recruited forces am I returned, and 
the boy ſoon ſhall learn that Pizarro ſtill lives, 

VaLv. But is Alonzo yet alive? 

P1z. Even now have our out poſts captured his 


ſquire: the foe is twelve thouſand ſtrong; Rolla 
and Alonzo are their generals. T his day they 


facrifice to their idols; I mean to take advantage 


of their preſent ſecurity, and their altar ſhall be 


ſprinkled with human blood. 


ELv. What! Fall on them LY ſarpriſe ? Piikrro, 


L follow you- 
| Pzz. I go not to a bal. 
E v. Nor am I ſpeaking to a dancer. 


Piz. Canſt thou find in my armoury a ſword 
light enough for a woman's wielding, then come 


and place thee by my fide in the battle, 
ELv. Wouldſt thou willingly have me with thee 


there? 
Piz. Aye; but know'ft thou wherefore ? The 


tumult will guaranty your figelity. 


El. Thou art miſtaken :»=A woman, who has | 
the wiſh to betray, heeds neither ſtorms or earth- | 


quakes. 


P᷑2z. I thank thee for that information, and ſhall 
write it down in * remembrance. | 


ELV. 


ſ 


J 2 
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Ev. Thou write it ! Thou can'ſt not write. 

PIZ. enzrily, | Elvira! | 

ELV. Why that frown? Is it my fault! 935 

PIZz. Thou know'lt what I like not to hear men- 
tioned. 

El. Had thy nurſe ſuffered NE: to break a 


leg i in infancy, e thou have been aſhamed 


to halt? | 
| P1z. No more, nor ever touch on this ſubject 


f again. 


ELv. [aſide.] In che heel alone was Achilles : 


| vulnerable. 


SCENE UL. 


D1z6o, Gomez and Gvuarps, PizanRo, Er- 


VIRA, VALVERDA, 


P1z. So! ſo Lou are welcome; how friend. 

Drizo. Oh me! Oh me!—Oh miſcrable wretch 
that I am ! 

P:z. Haſt thou forgarton me? | 

Dies. How can I forget the flower of our Spa 


niſh knights? 


P1z. How long is it ſince you laſt viſited my 


kitchen | ? 


Dixzsc. So long that fatin has almoſt worn me 
to a ſkeleton. | 
P1z, Lives your maſter? 
Ditec. He does. 
Erv. And how haſt thou fallen into our power? 
Dx. A ſucking pig was roafting at one of 


your out-poſts, and the ſmell enticed me towards 


it. 
Piz. How 1 is the enemy? 
Dix. Twelve thouſand. : 
PZ. And Alonzo is their general ? 
e Dise. 
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Des. Alonzo and Rolla. 
P Iz. Who is this Rolla? 
Dizs. A ſavage, who is in league with Satan, 


who handles a club as I would a leg of mutton, 


and 1s as dexterous with his {word as your cook 
with his ſkimming ladle. 

P1z. I ſhall be glad co meet this Rolla. Are 
he and Alonzo friends? 


Dizs. Friends? Oh yes! he is in love with 


Donna Cora. 


Ery. And who is Cora? 

Dizs. My maſter's wife. 

Piz. How? Is Alonzo married? 

VALv. And to a Pagan? Abominable! 
Dit 6. Yet they love each other, for all the 


world like good Chriſtians !: 


P1z.. And is Cora in the camp? 

Dr1z6. Both ſhe and her child, beſides a „ 
tude of other women. 

Paz. Tis the better; the more women, the eaſier 
victory. They weep, they ſhriek, and the man's 
heart ſinks within him. — Are they prepared for an 


attack ? 


Dies. No; to. day they offer up a ſolemn fa 
crifice. 

VAL v. To Satan, no doubt? 

Dr. To the Shan. 

VaLv. But the ſacrifice conſiſts of human blood? 

DiE. Of fruits and aromatic herbs. 

Piz. We will add the human blood. *Tis 
e Segnor Diego; you may betake yourſelf 5 
to my kitchen, and aſſiſt the turn- ſpit. : 

Dizs. Willingiy. Only look at my thin legs 


and waſted belly; thoſe barbarous heathens have 


ted me on nothing hat RO rotten fiſh, and crab 


Piz. 


| apples. 


A TRAGEDY. Lox ol 


PZ. Hark ye, deſerter l If I treated you accord- 


ing to your merits, I ſhould ſul] Pend you from the . 


next tree. - 


Dizc. Oh! mercy!—[Ts 0 Elvira] Fair young * 


intercede for me with the general! | 
PIZ. Away with you, and thank your Rupidiry 
for your life. 


Dits. Now the Lord be praiſed for making me | 


| ſtupid !. 
| Gomez. Shall we not 1 him? 
Dirks. Chain your tongue, blockhead !. 


Piz. Give bim food and drink; wy life on it, he 


deſerts no more. 
Dies. Long live Dow Pizarro! Im glad to ſee 
that he remembers his old friends. Exit. 
Piz. after a moment's reflefion.] Tis reſolveds 
the facrificers ſhall be made the ſacrifice ; firſt the 


council, then the fight—Rertire, Elvira, 1 


"Shs Wherefore? _ 
Piz. Our council muſt aſſemble here. 


Ev. And will a woman be ſuperfluous ? Truſt 
me, men are ungrateful creatures; that which na- 


ture gave you of moſt utility, you employ but for 
amuſement. Pizarro, I ſhall remain here. 
Piz. Remain then, and, if you can, be ſilent. 


Ev. I ſhall think. The empty head talks, but | 


| thought and lence ever g⁰ ae 


. SCENE E 


Las Cs At Davita, and SPANISH 
W aRRIORS; PIZARRO, ELviRA, VALVERDAs 


| Las Cas. You ſummoned us hither 


P1z. Be ſeated, good old man; my friends, be 


ſeated, The moment is come for gathering the 


Ci. | fruit 
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fruit of our courage. This day our foes, ſunk in 


. fecurity, facrifice to their idols: My counſel is, 
to fall on them by ſurpriſe, ſlay all found in arms, 
and capture the defenceleſs. 


matter. 

Goxz. Vet methinks the women and children 
may be ſpared. 

Arx. Twere better to extirpate the whole 
race entirely. 
| Vary. In honour of our faith! 

Las Cas. Blaſpheme not! 

ALMAG. Too long have we been idle on thie 
coaſt. 


murder: R 
ALMAG. As yet no benefic os we reaped from 
our labours. 


Piz. Our: ſupplies are ſcanty, and the army 


muna. 


Goxz.. While Alonzo lives in profuſion, and 


deriges us. 


Fiz. Perfdious ſtripling! 


L.as Cas. Yet does my heart affure me, ah 


Alonzo endures an heavy conflict between love for 
humanity, and for his native land. 


ALMA. Your heart is always ready to excuſe 


your pu pil. 


Las Cas. ae, he is my pupil, and 4 am | 


proud of him. 
ArMmac. Enough, we ſhall meet him ſoon, | 

P z. The enemy gains ſtrength daily; the coun- 
try is unknown to us; our want becomes preſſing; 
and, while we delay, courage grows drowly : the 
only refuge from all theſe threatening dangers is 
to give . . 

„„ . 


AT MAG. Slay all! defenceleſs or armed, no 


Las Cal. And now monk] ye be active in 
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Arz, (except Las Caſas.) The battle -aye! the 
battle! 

Las Cas. Dreadful echo! The battle! Andwhom 
would you attack? A king, who but a few days 
ſince gave you his hand in peace; a people, who 
cultivate their fields inoffenfively, and praife their 
Creator after their own faſhion by the unbleaulhed 
innocence of their morals. 

VALV. A pagan king, who ſacrifices to the Sun, 
and who muſt periſh by the ſword, _ 
| Las Cas. Is the bloody cup of your cruelties 

not yet full ? Theſe children of pious innocence, 
who received you fo hoſpitably, when will the 
have ſuffered enough? Hear me, Almighty ! thou 
whoſe thunders can pierce rocks of adamant, and 
whoſe lightnings melt hills of ice, endow my 
words with thy power, even as thy excellence ani- 
mates my will. Spaniards, caſt one glance on the 
millions who have fallen victims to your rapacity ! 
Lou were received as Gods; you proved yourſelves 
Demons. Freely and gladly did theſe Indians ſnare 
with you their fruits and cheir treaſures; you repaid 
them with the diſhonour of, their daughters and 
wives. Nature at length could bear no more; the 
oppreſſed preſumed to murmur. Then were dogs 
trained to hunt them: and they who ſurvived this 
infernal chace, were either yoked to the plough, 
and compelled to till their own fields for your ad- 
vantage; or they were buried in the gold mines, to 

feed by their labours your inſatiable avarice. 
PIz. You exaggerate. 
Las Cas. I exaggerate? Oh would to God that 
1 had but ſaid enough ! What yet remains un- 
ſpoken, might draw tears from the eyes of tigers. 
But be huſhed, my ſighs; flow not, my tears; let 

me ſpeak NEARS: were laid, who could cut a 
ok Fenn 
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Peri vian down, or ſtrike off his bead with moſt 


dexterity. Children have been torn from the arms 
of their mothers, and daſhed againſt rocks. Their 


leaders were burnt alive in flow fires; and when 
their ſhrieks rouſed their executioners from ſleep, 


with firebrands were they gagged. On thirteen 


gibbets were luſpended thirteen Indians . . God 
dare I ſpeak it aloud ! in honour of Chriſt and 


his twelve Apoſtles. My eyes have ſeen theſe hor- 
rors, and yet I live Lou weep, Donna Elvira? 
Alas! has then my dreadſul | Rn affected no 


boſom but yours? 


ALMA. Becauſe there are no women among us, 


fave ſhe and you. | 

Piz. What you relate, old man, touches not us: 
Why- are we blamed, becauſe Godoy and 
Ovando were cruel ? 

Las Cas. Are you not on ebe point of renewing 
thoſe cruelties? 

Vary. And even if we were, where would be 
the harm, fince it's ſcarcely aſcertained. RE 
theſe Indians are men or apes. | 

Las Cas. Alas for you, when you cannot. hawk 


men without a bull from Rome! 


| VaLv. The Pope has made over to us this new | 
world, commanding us to ſubdue it with the help 


of God's grace *. 


Piz. No more of chis e talk; time 
flies the opportunity will be loſt, F riends, will 
ye to battle? | 

ALL. We will. | 

Las Cas, Oh! firſt let me once more ſeek the 
enemy! Let me ſpeak to them words of peace, let 
me preach to them with e our holy reli- 


gion. 


1 9 '| Wotds of the Papal Bull—See Robertſon” s America. 
| | | Vaxv. | 


„A TEAGED EY. 15 rs 
Vary. Firſt let theſe heroes So and prepare | 


the way for your doctrine. 

Las Cas. With blood ? 

ALMas. Your pious tears may afterwards waſh 
the blood away.—Away, away, my friends! De- 
lay not. 

Las Cas. God! Thou haſt elected me y 
not to curſe, but bleſs: yet here my bleſſing were 
blaſphemy ! Curſes upon ye, fratricides! Curſes up- 
on your undertakings! Upon you and your children 
fall the curſe of that innocent blood which ſhall be 
| ſhed this day. I leave you for ever, never more to 
witneſs. the effects of your infernal phrenſy ! In 
caverns and wilderneſſes will I conceal myſelf, with 
tigers and leopards alone will I hold converſe ; and 


| when you ſhall hereafter ſtand before his throne, 


whoſe mild religion you now prophane, then trem- 
ble, while I accuſe you! — going.] 
Ex. [with involuntary emotion. ]—Las Caſas ! 
| Ob take me with thee, Las Caſas ! | 
Las Cas. Stay, and if thou can'ſt, fave ! 1 1 
no longer buſineſs here: but the charms of beauty 
often ſucceed, where the cloquence of age has 
ile. Perhaps art thou ordained to be the pros 
tecting angel of yonder unfortunates. Exits. 
Piz. What wouldſt thou have done, Elvira? 
Ev. I know not. The old man appeared to me 
at that moment as ſomething N eee and 
you and all theſe ſeemed ſo deſpicable! | 
| Armas. The grey. - bearded enthuliaſt's brain is 
turned. 
. His bead is filled with viſions of Plato's. 
_ world, 
Piz. Having loſt himſelf the power of enjoy- 
ment, he finds occupation i in enjoining penance to 
others. ä Fry 
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ELv. Say what you will, there is ſomething in in 
my heart which contradicts you. 
God z. Pity becomes a lovely woman. 


Er v. So does humanity the hardy warrior. 


Piz. is well that we are rid of the wearifome . 


moraliſt. 

ALMAG. We ſhall yawn leſs,” and fight che 
more. 

PIZE. At ar is the foe ana to ſacri- 


fice. About that time, Almagro, lead your com- 


panies left- band through the wood, while Gonzalo 


gains the hill upon the right. I ſhall march ſtraight 
towards the enemy; and ſhould we I the 


gates of Quito are open to us. 


ALMac. And then ſhall we hail Pizarro king of 
Peru. 

Piz. By no means, my Gags. Who goes flow, 
goes ſure : the ſhadow of royalty ſhall remain with 


Ataliba, while I reign under him, marry his daugh- 
ter, and thus fecure for myſelf the os ae of his 
| throne. | | | 


Goxz. The plan is excellent. | 


ALMA. Pizarro is equally an hero and a ſtateſ- 


11 
Val v. 222 and with a ſueer.}—Now, El- 
vira? 


ELv. Nay, the plan 1s admirable. But what then 


muſt Elvira do ? | 
' Paz. Elvira will remain in the houſe of her 


friend. 
Exv. To attend upon his 145 8. 


Piz. To the heireſs of Peru, I give, what gene- 
rally falls to the lot of princeſſes, my hand; Elvira 


has my heart. | 
Erxv. And when age ſhall have withered my 
„ nr. 
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beauty, you will make me the governels of your ” 


children? Is it not ſo? 
PIZ. Are you offended, Elvira? Conlider, a 
ſceptre beckons me. 


ELV. Offended ? By TY 3 Bas Vexes 


me, that yon dull-brained fellow ſhould have ſeen 


farther than myſelf. 

P1z. | What mean you? 1 
Er v. Oh! nothing! *cis mere caprice | Pardadh 
the loquacity of my ſex. I will no longer delay 


the hero in his career. Hark! the claſh of arms 
ſummons you ; away, brave warriors, away | 


Prz. Will you not with me? 
El. v. Undoubtedly. ] muſt be the firſt to greer 
Acaliba' a ſon- in. law. | 


SCENE v. 


| Gone. Pizanzo, ELvina, ALMAGRo, VAL- | 


15 VEAD As Goa and DaviLla. 


1 What being you, Gomez ? 
GoM. A priſoner. "Upon yon bill under the 


; palm-trees we found an old cacique, who ſeemed 


examining the camp. He could not eſcape us, 


and N himſelf to be chained without reſiſt- 


ance yet every word from his mouth is binnen 
and ſcorn, 
P1z. Conduct him hither. {Gol retires, and 


returns leading Orozimbo.] Who art thou? 


Ono. | undaunted bat calm. — Who among ; your 


is captain of the banditti? 


; Ram: bled ih 
Atuac. Are you mad ?—[To Pizarro.]— 


Ono. 


* 
\ 
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Ono. Do it; ſo will the truth remain choked 7 
in my throat. 


Da. {drawing bis digger.]—Letr me firike him | 


dead ar your feet. 


Ono. [0 Pizarro.) —Haſt thou in thine arm; 
many more ſuch heroes? 7 _ 

'Piz. [bis eyes ſparkling en in eee 5 
thy death- hour is come; but ere thou dieſt, fiſt 


(haſt thou confeſs what thou knoweſt. wich 
Oko. That have 1 done image 4 e one 


ite have learnt from hee. 
PIZ. And that is. - 
Ono. That I muſt die. L Ws 
PI Z. Wert thou lefs e baply, « io 
r ſt ſave thy life. 
ORO. My life is a barren ee; tis ſearcely 
worth the pains of ſaving,” ' | 
AL MAG. Our aibſtance might raiſe you to be 


the firſt of your nation. 


ORO. My nation en che old Oibaimbo full 
vell already: he never was counted among the laſt, 
Piz. We go to attack your army: Guide: us 


ſafe! ly through the wood, pn treaſures hall toward 


von . 


2 On. Ha! ba! ha! 


PIZz. How ? You laugh ? 42H 

Ono. Iam a rich man; 1 have two galt fons, 
and beſides have laid up ag a good det in 

en 

Piz. How numerous are your foress 7 

Oo. Count the trees in yon foreſt, 

AL MAG. On which fide is your camp weakeſt ? 

Ogo. The Jultice of our Gus covers it on all 


11 00 „ Fre 


Day. At what hour ſacrifice ye to the Sun? | 
P 0 ” | ; - Ono. 


Ke Varv. God? Thou know'ſt not . 


look of r-v2rence. I know him! 
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Oro. Our gratitude at all hom. =p 
Plz. Where conceal ye vo children "and 
wives? Ws 


Oao. In the hearts 3 cheir aher, and buf: 


ALMAG: Know'ht ls Alonzo Ga „ 
Ono. Do l know him! 9 Dol Knigw our nation's 8 


benefactor ? e 
* 


Piz. How has bo dolor that * 5 
Oro. By reſembling you in nothing, | 
 ALMac. Madman | Speak to our general wich 


reſpect— 
Ogo. I ſpeak with truth to God; how then | 


ſhould I ſpeak to man? 


{ 
— 


Oko. Caiſing bis arms towards Heaven, with'a 
Varv.. We bring you the only true i Ph 
Oro. Thar is already written in our hearts. 
VALV. Ye are idolaters. 

Oro. We are obſervers of that Ried which 
teaches us to live with 1 innocence, and die withour 
regret. ” 

Dav. Obdurate heretic! | 

Oxo. Young robber, we live not by plundering 


7 


ſtrangers. 


Dav. Be Glent, or 5 


Ogo. Never have I trembled before God; obs. 
ſhould I now before men ? WARE betore chee, por | 
leſs than man? þ 


Dav. | drawing bis. dagger.) —Hearbeniſh 1 
ſpeak but one ſuch word again, and T plans this 
in your heart! een 

Ono. Plunge it! So may thou Alſo: boaſt at 


home, „I too have murdered-a Peruvian. “ 


Dav. [/fabbing l. m.]—Down with theeto'Helb! 
| D „ v.. -- Pi 


vo = 4 i * 
— — 8 td. 8 
— — * 


only refuge! 
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Prz. What doſt thou? 
Dav. Could'ſt thou endure his 1 longer! 2 
Pz. What! Should he die untortured? 


Ono. [abo feels. bimſelf mortally wounded, 3. 
Young man ! thou halt loſt a noble opportunity of 
learning how to ſuffer and be patient. 


Elv. Oh! Ye are monſters monſters rep. 


Parting Orozimbo on ber We. J-Lean on me, 


wreiched old man! 


Oro. I wretched ?—So near felicity | My wiſe 
beckons me—the ſun looks down. on me, and 


ſmiles God mend ye, and bleſs ye! Dies. 
Piz. Away with the carcaſe And mark me, 
Datila | | if a ſecond time thus haſty | 
Dav. Your pardon, gener Boe the heat of 
Dic |; 
P IZ. No more ale me, . friends, and let 
every one to the poſt aſſigned him. Ere the Pe- 


ruvian's God retires into the ocean, muſt our ban- 
ners Wave upon the walls of Quito. 


1 with Ane Se. 


"1 SCENE vi 


Evi A, Varvenpa. 


VAI. Now, lovely Elvira! My hope increaſes 


in proportion to Pizarro's arrogance. _ 
ETv. Oh! God! My ſenſations are ſo ſtrange, 


my ideas fo bewildered !-—This horrible ſucceſſion 


of ſcenes of cruelty !—This ſhameful acknowledg- 


ment of avarice and ambition 


Varv. Throws Elvira into my arms! 
Ev. Alas for Elvira, ben thine arms are her 


Ti . - pe 1 Valv. 
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Varv. Think'ſt thou I know not bow. to page's a 
dagger with certainty ? _ : 
ELv. Nay, thou dar'ſt tab, whey hide enemy” = 
back is turned ! How dear doſt ſell a murder? 
Val. The reward muſt be a  Preczoue, one, 
though eaſy to pay. 

Ev. Eaſy ? Thou art niifiakbn, Vet of- 
fended woman never thinks vengeance bought too 
dear. Leave me z thou ſhalt hear from me ere 
long. 

Vary. The Eager is thavs, the arm is raiſed; ; 
one word, and Pizarro bleeds at your feet. Exit. 
"TWP? (alone. No Though on this mur- 
der my ſoul depended, would I not take ſuch 
a vengeance, would I not emptoy ſuch an inftru- 
ment. What! be yon villain's accomplice? Fye 
on the thought! Should Pizarro abandon' me, 
who ſacrificed reputation and virtue for him, then 
—5— Abandon me ?—[With dignity]—No! I aban- 
don him! What did I love in him? His greatneſs. 
He is become a deſpicable creature; my love is 
gone !—Yet hold ! Does all happen which a man 
relolves ? Ambition has built many an houſe of 
cards, which Love's breath at pleaſure has eaſily 
blown down.—Prove him once more, Elvira; and 
find'ſt thou him unworthy of thee, then deſpiſe 
him, and ſpurn him in the duſt, whence he has 


contrived to raiſe himſelf, and where he deſerved 
to have remained, | „ e 


END of te FIRST, AC T. 
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laſt Houſes of which are ſeen. In the. middle of be 
WF with a large Tree. 1514 D910 J(1 4 

| 90 is ſeated on a Bauk of. Ti urf, with ber Child on 
in A SOR 8 MMA 8 


Cora, 


Alonzo 5 the Chiid. 2 


TE i is like you. 
Alox. Like you rather. 


delight. 

Alox. Nay, is not his hair dark! Ye 115 
Cora. But his eyes are blue. 4 
Alon. And When he ſmiles, ſmiles he not-juft 

lik ou? l 
Cora. [prefing the babe 10 ber: boſom.) —He i is 
like you, like me, like both. 
* ALov. You love the father leſs, while the child 
plays on your lap. 
Cora. Story- teller! 
ALox. He ſteals from you MANY. Kiſs, which by 
right thould be mine. 
Cora. I kiſs you in him. | 
Alox. Truſt me, the brat will make me jea⸗- 
lous. 


| SC ENE I.—The Peruvian Go rear 2 17 75 the 


Stage ſtands an Altar; in the ee is an 


Ber Lap; ArONZz o is near en and hangs over her 


[dfier a pauſe, during which ſhe looks 3 'y at 


Cor a. Say not ſo; you geſtroy r makes my 


Cos. 
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. Cora. I live but in him and you. Hark, Alon- — 
20 I dreamt lately that he could ſpeak. | ” 
Alox. That will be an holiday for us. 
Cora. And when for the firſt time he runs 
from me to you. . 


Arx. And when for ah firſt time he pe : 
Father!“ -. Mother '. 


Cora, Oh Alonzo ! daily, hourly ſhould we 
thank the good Gods! | | 55 
Akon. The Gods and Rolla. „ = 

Coka. You are happy! Are FOR not : 15 6 

Alox. Can Cora aſk me? 0 ; 
_  Cora.. But why then at night is your 2 ſo — | 
diſturbed ? Why do I fill hear ſighs eſcape om 4 
your boſom ? | : 


ALon, Muſt I not combat againſt N bre- 
thren ? 


Cora. Aim they not at our deſtruction? All 
men are thy brethren. . 


Alox. And ſhould the Spaniards conquer, how 
1 5 dreadful a fate awaits me! 
. Cora. No, no! We will fly beyond the moun- . 
tains. 
4  ALox. With an HEN at your breaſt? * : 
Con. Wherefore not?  Thigk'ft thou a mo- 
= ther's flight can be embarraſſed by her child? | 
Alox. And. gladly would I relieve you from the 
1 ſweet burthen. 
4 —- Coka, Larchh. Loh! | he wow not ſtay with 
you ; "be aly, vas Cries. 
A - ä Deareſt Cora, will you make me. trart- 
, | nl : ? ; | | 
l — 4 Con A. Moſt gladly. | : 
| — ALox. Then haſte without delay to your father 
in the mountains; there you will be ſafe, and 
there, let what may happen, w will afterwards re- 


e  - | EY Join 


o 
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Join you, either to announce our victory, 1 


my life with you in Nature's freedom. 

Cora. And prepare in our ſon his country's 
 avenger? 

Aron. That will I, "TOE it not. | 

Con A. But, no, Alonzo, cannot leave you, not 
leave you now. To know you in danger would lay 
obſtacles in my path inſurmountable. To fancy 


you wounded under the care of neee No, 


no, I cannot leave you! 
Ar ox. Will not Rolla be with me ? 


Coga. Aye, while the combat laſts. Rolla 


knows well how to give wounds, but not to heal 


them. He will revenge you—but be cannot fave 
you. No, where the huſband is, there alſo ſhould _ 


the wife be : I ſwore never to leave you while you 

lived? Dear Alonzo, ſhall I not keep my oath ? 

Alox. You ſhall. Stay then, thou ſoul of truth, 
and God grant us victory 


Cor a. Is not our cauſe juſt? : The Gods will be 


with us, doubt it not. 


ALoN. And ſhould our hopes prove alle, Death 
ſhall find me claſped in your arms. 


Cora. Oh! ſpeak not of dying! Since you and 


this little one have been mine, death has leemed {0 
| terrible! 


ALon. [kneeling and embracing "IM 3 ngel | 


woman! Born for me, and mine through aimoſt a 


miracle !—Alas for the wretch, who ſeeks for hap- 


pineſs, and paſſes by love in the purſuit, 
Cora, [returning bis embrace. |—Love is filent ; 
who liſtens for its ſound, never finds its track. 
Aron. My Cora! My world! 
Cora, My Alonzo! My all! 


SCENE | 


n 
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"SCENE. 1. 


TON Aronzo, Cora. © 8 1 (19 3; 


Ror na, h advances unobſerved, and ur bey s 


44 IL 
- 


them for fome moments in filence. 7 CO to the 


Gods for allowing me this moment! 
Arox, Ha! Rolla! You here? | | 
RorLa. I have ſhared your captures, 

Aron. Thoſe raptures do we owe'to' you.” 

ROLLA. It glads me łhat you do. nod 

Cora. Dear Rolla, thou haſt: made me fo hap- 15 
py, ſo inexpreſſibly happy!!! 

RoLLA. Cora happy! and throngh Rolla? Kings 


of the earth, for what throne would I — my 


preſent feelings? 
ALON. My brother! | 
Cora. More than my beotherdany Elend 
RoLLa. Right, right! Make me yet proadery 


let me riot in the conviction that you are happy? 


Cora. Look at. this child, Rolla; if ever he 


does lets for you than for his father, ſhall his mo- 
ther's curſe fall upon bim. 


RoLLa. No more! What I have done, I I 
for Cora; ſhe is happy, and I have my reward.— 
Now liſten to a friend's advice. Cora, you muſt 
away; fly with your infant further into the wood, 


or hide you among the mountains, Here you are 


not ſafe. | lich 
Al. I] too Laws implored Air of her, bur in 25 
vain. * 2, Ken 1 N A 4 * 

Cora. Hand Not ſale with Alonzo and — 
you 2 | « +3434 A 


ROLL A. The enemy ar a [Carbtile 9. 
CoRA. Are we not upon our guard ? 


ROLL. Victory 1s in the hand of God. 
1 2 CoRa, 
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Con. And if defeat be ours, to fly with you 
| then will 18 eaſy for Cora. 55 

ALON. S pare thylelf the anxiety of being 3 in the 
battle” s neighbourhood. 

Cora. 4 only know. ag tis when [ am far 
fm thee. | 
Rol LA. Thou canſt not help us, but harm 1 us 
may'ſt thou much. » RES» 

Cora. Harm you! And how ? 5 
Kora Need I explain myſelf? Thon knok' oy 

we love thee; ſhouldſt thou remain ſo near us, 
terror for thy ſafety will ſtill draw our footſteps 
back from the batile towards the ſpot where we 
left chee. A lover can only be a warrior, when he 
knows that his beloved is far from danger. 

ALox. Rolla ſays true. How could I ruſh for- 
wards upon the foe, while I left but one Spaniard 
behind me, who might ſucceed in gy his Mop 
o Cora? 

Cora, [miling.) You fatter the woman's Va- 
nity ; butthe wife hears you nor. 
Alox. And is the mother alſo deaf? 

Ros LA. Act as you think beſt; J have ſaid the 
truth. 

|  Av698; All our women halten ane ons moun- 
tains; you alone. — 

Cora. I rely upon the Gods, md thee: Yer if 
thy repoſe reſts on my leaving thee, I will go. whi- 
ther thou wilt. 

ALox. Dear wiſe, I thank thee. 

Rol LA. The king advances to the ſacrifice. 

Alox. Haſt thou provided againſt a ſurpriſe? 

Rot LA. All our poſts are guarded. 

Aron. My ſquire has diſappeared; he is not 
treacherous, but he is weak and eafily territied. | 
RorLA. Fear nothing; we are prepared. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


i 


ATALIBA, attended by PriEsTS, COURTIERS, - 


Wonkx, Sc. — Coka, ALON Zo, ROLLA, 4 


Aral. Welcome, Alonzo!—[To R. 2 ] Galant 


kinſnan, thy hand! [Z Cora, ] The, bleſſings of 

the Gods light upon the happy mother! 

CoA. The bleſſings of the Gods light opoß the 
father of his people! 

ATarL. To make his children BEE 15 the fa- 
ther's only delight.—Now, my | friends! how is it 
with our warriors? | 

ALoN. They (hour in rapture, 25 Our King is 
with us!“ 

ROLL A. He ſhares our  hardthips and our perils. 

ALox. Our Gods and our King! | 

_ RoLLa. Victory or death! 


ATAL. I know my people; ould this Kicld 


break, the breaſt. of Fey ſubjecl would form a 
buckler for his king. | 

Alox. Mine (ould with Joy perform that 
Office. 
RoLLa. Mine has, and hall again. 


CoRa. And here in my child do 1 rear a friend 


for thy ſon. 

Arr. Your affection is my wealth: and I feel 
that I am rich. But fay ! SNOW the Spaniards yet 
no diſpoſition to move? 


RoLLa. They ſeem like . fore-runners of 


a tempeſt—quiet, but full of thunder. 
AAL. Reſolution, tranquil and bold, ſhall pro- 
tect us from the ſtorm. 

ROLL A. Our enemies eh for Plunder, we for 
our native land. | 
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ox. They follow an . to battle; we 
Aa monarch, whom we love. 


ATAL. And a God, whom we adore Come, 
my friends, let us perform our ſacrifice. [The Priefts 


place themſelves behind the Altar, end the People —_ 
: themſetves n buh fiaes. J 


CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 


1 God 1 light, from yonder ſky 
| View thy ſons with gracious 8 1 


GENERAL CHORUS. 


Childhood trembling liſps thy praiſes; 
Age his faltering accents raiſes; | 
At thy ſhrine for aid they fact | 
Save our Sovereign! Save Peru! 


PRIE TAS 


Sons of Mithra, lowly bend, 
—_ your ſongs and prayers aſcend. 


| PERUVIANS,  [Aneeling. | 


Full of love, and free from vice, 
Thus our 18 we lacrifice. 


[7 he Kin 5 approaches the Altar, and Aires Due 


upon it.] 


PRIESTS. 


If we bell in proſperous hour, 
If thou deign'ſt our ſhield to be, 
Mithra, let thy flames devour 
Offerings not unworthy thee ! 


[4 Flame riſes upon the Altar, and the Sacrifice i 2 
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GENERAL CHORUS. 


Triumph! Lo, where flames ariſe ? 
See conſum'd the ſacrifice! 
Brandiſh high the ſharpen'd ſword, 

Fit the arrow, ſtring the bow; 
Mithra not in vain implor'd, 

Frowns deſtruction on the foe! 


SCENE Iv. 


Zok ANo, ATALIBA, CoRa, ALONZO, ROLLA, Sc. 


Zor. The enemy. 

ATaL. How near? 

Rol. Where? | 

Zok. As I examined their camp 3 the bill's 
ſummit, on a ſudden all was in motion, and. 

'RoL. Tis ſufficient, - 

ATAL., Away with the children and women to 
ſome place of ſafety! 

Cora. Alas! Alonzo! 

 ALon. We ſhall meet again! | 

Cora. Will you not bleſs your infant ? 

ALoN. God protect him and thee! _ 

ATAL. Nay, delay not! Theſe moments are 
precious. 

Cora. Farewell, A 7 he Children and 


Momen hang round "the Warriors weeping. |— 


ALoNn. Oh! leave me, Cora. You unman me! 

Cora. Igo! Conquer. wand, when thou can'ſt 
with ſafety, ſpare! 

RO LA. And not one word to me, Cora? 

Cora, [giving him ber hand. Bring me back 
Ronge. : 

AP AL, God be with you and with us! „ 

| Cora. 
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Cora. God be with all ! Exit with women, &c. 
Arar. eee his Jord. Now then, my 

friends, away! 
ROL. We follow you. 
KAL. Ta you, Alonzo, * intruſt the narrow 
paſs through the mountains; while you,, Rolla, 
muſt intercept the enemy on the right hand of the 
wood : For myſelf, 1 {hall ſtraight towards them, 
and fight till I fall. 
Rol. You ſhall not fall ſingly. 
ArAL. Live to proteft my {on ; my four wan 
live to avenge me. | 
Alox. Victory to the father of his people 
Ror. When we next meet, may it be to thank 


the Sun! 
ArAL. Away then! The word is— God and 
our native land!“ Exit with warriors. 


| Rolla is going; Alonzo detains him. | 
fe Rolla, ere you go, a few words. 
RoL. There | is now but one, the word of battle! 
. e 
Alox. They regard Cora. 
Ro. Cora? Speak ! 8 | 
Alox. What depends upon the next hour? 
Rol. Death, or victory. 1 
Alox. The victory will he yours, death mine: 1 
or perhaps our lots may be reverſed. . 1 
ROL. Or both may fall. 4 : 1 
Alox. And if both fall, then do I e | a 
my wiie and infant to God and the King; may God 
comfort them, the King will protect them. ” 
Ror. That will he. 8 
ALov. But, ſhould you ſurvive me—then, Rolla, 
are you my heir. . 
Rol. What mean you? 
A. Be Cora thy mm be my child thine + : | 
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Kan, [ after a pauſe. agree. 

ALoN. Thou giv'ſt me thy word ? | 

Rol. If Cora refuſe me not, it (hall be as thou 
ſay'ſt. | 
ALoN. Bear to her my Jaſt greeting: —— 
Ror. '| will : Enough ! | 


Alon. And give my infant at her boſom his fa- 
ther's bleſſing. 


Rol, No more! In the hour of, Battle, the 


| ſhouts of ſoldiers are more grateful to my ear than 
the laſt requeſts of the huſband and the father. 


Alox. I know not what ſtrange foreboding 


weighs down my heart: but never did 1 feel thus 


before. 
RO. Any to the battle! : 
_ ALow. Vet one word more. Bury my corſe un- 


der the palm- tree where we uſed to fit at evening; 


and fail not ſtill to go there at evening, and ſear 
yourſelf-with Cora upon your friend's grave: then 
when my boy plucks a flower from the turf which 


| hides my bones, or the wind whiſpers among, 


the palm-tree's branches, perhaps you may think 


on me. 


Ror. [ agitated, a.” away- with theſe idle 
notion!!! | 

Alox. [claſping his band 1. wit think on 
me, will-you not ? 

Rot. We will! we will! b 

Alox. Now then to the battle! 

Ror. Thou left hand, I right—Alonzo-- "_ 


MT (hall meet again? 


ALon. | mournfully |—Here 1—Or vonder! ** * 

Ror Here + here! 

ALoN. God grant it! 

Rol. Now forth, my ſword! 
| To | ALON. 
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Alox. For the King! and Cora ! 


Nor- For Cora and the King. 
I [ Exeunt 1 parately. 


SCENE v. 


Clavues i old blind Man] « enters, condupted * 


TELANIS, 4 By. 


Car. Are they gone! ; £7 
TEL. All: Some one way, ſome another. 
Cap. Alas for my blindneſs ! Could I but ſee, 
I might now ſeize a ſword, and fall gloriouſly. 
TEL. Shall I lead you back to the hut? 
Cap. No, my child, conduct me to the Altar.— 
Here will I ſtay. Are we alone? 


TEL. Quite. My father is with the army; and . 


my mother is gone, I know not whither. 
Car. And you left here alone, poor boy ? 
TEIL. Left here with you, dear grand-father. 
Cay. And what will you do ſhould the enemy 
fin us? 
TI. Tell them that you are old and blind. 


Cap. They will tear you from me 


TEIL. Oh, no! for they muſt perceive you can- 


not do without me. Noiſe at a diſtance. | 


Cap. Hark !—The battle is begun.—Go, my 


child, go to the hill, at whoſe foot ſtands my wife's 
tomb: then climb the tree, which I planted there, 


and from whence you can delory che field of bat. 
wel 
TI. Shall I leave you 1 alone? 


Car. I ſtand at the Altar, God is with and round 
about me. Go, and tell me what you can hear 


and fee.—ſſTFlanis climbs the tree. |— This is the 


firſt : 
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firſt battle from \ which I have _ Al at A 
few years ago I could have bent my bow, forcibly 
as were I an Inca; now I muſt fit-at home, and 
pick cotton with the women: Now muſt I hear 


words claſh, and ſhields reſound ; and can nei- 


ther defend” myſelf or others. Yer till at every 
warlike ſhout, at every blaſt of the trumpet, 
my hand ſeeks for the ſword, which, alas ! hangs 


by my ſide no longer - Well aur way s * 
thou ? ie 


TEL. Much duſt and fink, We) | 
Car, Well do ] know tbat 3 5. I 


"inhaled it: but the ſmoke comes doubtleſs from 


the Spaniſh. engines, which breathe flames, and 
ſpeak in thunder, like the dreadful mountain Ca- 
tagunca, — What more, my child ? — 

Ter. When the wind blows _ the ſmoke, [ 


can deſcry our warriors, 


Car. Move they forwards ? 
TEL. They keep their ground. | 
Car. Tis well. —See'ſt thou the Tncas hater? 2 
TEL. It waves in the midſt. 
Cap. Thanks to the Gods! hs king then Keck. 
TEL. Now | can fee the een 0 How their 


arms gliſten | 


Ca. Proceed a proceed! 
TEL. They are not at all like us. 


CAP. How ſo? | | 
TEL. They are much taller, and move much 


ſwifter. 


Caf. Oh! they are mounted on fleet oY ani- 
mals! 
TEL. Now v they wingh with our troops. N 
Cap. And fall? 
TEL. It thunders and lightens ! „„ 
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Car. Lighten thou too, Avenger, from yonder 


clouds! 


TEL. The Incas banner diſappears, 

Cap. Alas! 

TEIL. Our friends give back 

Cap, My ſword ! my ſword! I will among 
them! I will fight !—But once more, bleſſed Sun, 


but once more let me behold thy light! 


TEL. A thick cloud involves them all. | 
Cap. Alas! alas! that T ſhould live to know 


| this day! Can I then do nothing for my country ? 
Tes, I can pray! Kneeling and embratiiig the Al- 


tar.]—Ye Gods, whoſe anger weighs us down, 
ſpare thy people, who love thee with the pureſt 


- adoration ! Protect thy ſon, the virtuous Inca! 


Let him not fall by the hands of theſe aſlaſlins ! 
TEIL. A-ſmall troop haſtens this a" 
Car. Of Spaniards ? 
TEIL. I cannot ſee for the duſt. 
Cap. Away, dear child! fly to the mountains! 
TXL. The heads of their ſpears glitter in the 


Cas. Then are they Peruvians, 


Tx. They are at hand. 


Cay. Come down, my boy. 
Tex. In the field all is confuſion. 
Cap. Do our friends ſtill fight? 
TxI. Yes, and retreat, though ſlowly. 
Car. Still do they retreat ?—OCruel Gods — 


| Come down, my child, come down. 


TEL. | deſcending. ]—Will you to my mother 
Cay. To my grave, my child ! To my m—_ 


open grave © ! 


SCENE 


SCENE vi. 


ATALIBA [wounded], Zoxaxo, Waxxtons=Ca- 
| PULCO, LELANTS. 


_ ATaAL» Her let me rell. and die, if it muſt . 
be ſo. 
Zo. We will remain with you. | 
ATaL. By no means Return to the battle! 5 

there you are wanted. | | 
Zo. But your wound. 

Ar Al. Is not dangerous, Go and revenge your 
fallen brethren ! Go, I command you, 

[ Exeunt Zorano and Warriors, 
| Artazx,, . ſupporting himſelf againſt the Altar. 
Ie Gods of juſtice, in what have I offended ? | 
Car. I hear complaints, but cannot diſcern who 

utters them. Who art thou, mourner? 
ATal. A forſaken wretch, who prays for 


death. 


Cay. Lives the king yet ? 
ATat. He does: ; <7 N 
CAP. Then art thou nat Sorte hen Ataliba 
protects even the meaneſt of his 3 N 
ArAL. And who protects him? 
Car. The Gods! 5 | 
ArAL. Their anger reſts upon him herds, 
Cay, Impoflible ! He never protected injuſtice; 
never oppreſſed the weak ; never laviſhed the fruit 
of the labours of his peaſants on paraſites and mi- 
nions; never ſhut his hand againſt poverty, or his 
ear againſt complaints. 
Axa. [afide.]—God ! in the bittereſt hour of 
my lite haſt thou given me one of its ſweeteſt mo- 
| ERC = OE old man, know'ſt thou the king? 
T4 | Car. 
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Cay. Yes, I have ſeen him often. But a few 
years are palt ſince I fought by: his ſide againſt 


HAuaſcar. 


Aral. How long didſt thou ſerve him? 9 
Cap. Four-and- fifty yeurs..- 
 ATar. Has the king rewarded thee ? 
Car. Tes, wich Ca in the boſom of my fa- 

mily. 5 
ArAL. With nothing more d 
Car. Doſt thou hold chat to be nothing o 

truſt me, a king has done much when he has ſe- 

cured the tranquillity of his ſubjects. 
ATaL. He lhould have deu ded you better. 
Cap. Say not ſo.— Daily do my children relate 
to me, how happy he makes his people; I liſten 
with attention, and rejoice ! - | 
ATaL. [with emotion. ae all thy brethren, 
think like thee ? | 
Cae. All! 
Aral. Why then mould 1 Kar Stach ? Methinks 
my wound now fcarcely pains me!. 

Cay. Art thou wounded ?—Boy, bring my bal- . 
fam from the hut. TOs [Exit Telanis, 
Arab. I thank thee. Tis my arm which. 
Car. But thou ſhouldſt not have left the king. 

Aral. A nerve is cut _— and my right 
arm is uſeleſs. g 
Car. Then ſhouldſt thou have taken oy ſword 
with thy left. 


SCENE vn. 


Panvvrans [croffing the Stage in confuſs Ar- : 
-  LIBA, CAPULCO. | 
*Pervvians. All is loſt! Fly! pt i432 

Ara. [to Guyomar, who is paſſing, [Sal | 


command you 8 IS Alonzo : pe 
—— Gu. 


— 


þ* 


| ſelf. 
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Gov. I ſaw him not. 

ArAlL. And Rolla ? 

Guy. Is enveloped by the enemy. 3 

Aral. And you have abandoned you gene- 
ral ? 

_ Guy. [with conſuſion.— have loſt my ſword: 

ArAL. Take mine, and diet as becomes the ſon 
of his country. 

Guy. Death alone ſhall rob me of this pre- 


ſent! ; 12 75 Exit. 


Cap. Lives the king yet? — Alas he N me 
not! - 
Aral. Be contented; the king lives. 
MiRZzA, [mortally wounded, 2 bimſe 4 to the 
e of Ataliba.] — Here let me die 
ArTaL. Is all loſt ? 
Mik. All! 
Aral. Is Rolla fallen ? 
Mis. Alonzo 1 1s fallen ; Rolla yet defends him- | 


Aral. [ wvith deep affiftion J Alonzo ? Gods 
Caf. And you aſk not after the king? | 
ATAL, Give me your [word : You need it no 
longer. | ; 
MIR. My ay what would you do? 
ArAL. At leaſt embitter the triumph of the 


enemy, and bury myſelf bencath the x ruins s of my 


empire! 
Car. Gods! Tis Ataliba ! * | 18 
Ror TA, [behind the ſceues. — Turn! turn, ye 


ü faint-hearted Follow me! *T'is Rolla calls! 


PeRUVIANS, f behind the ſcenes. F orward, brave 

Rolla! We follow you. 
RoLLa, [at a greater diflance. For God and 
the king! Now then to che battle! 
| Amon; 
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Aral. My valiant Rolla lives ! Then there is 


ſtill hope! 


Cap. My ſovereign, and ſo near me Alas for 


me, poor blind old man |! 


Ar AL. Truſt me, my worthy ſoldier, your af. 


feRion comforted me in a moſt bitter hour. 


Cap. [o whom Telanis brings the balſam. Let 


my trembling hands bind up thy wound-—Hold |! 
. firſt anoint it with this healing balſam. 
Aral. Give it me; I thank thee. 


Car. This, and my prayers, are all I have to 


offer !—Go, my boy, climb the tree once more. 


IQ Telanis aſcends the hill. 
Mix. lin the laſt. agonies. |—Son of the Sun !— 
Give me thy blefling !—I die. 


Aral. Thou dielt for hy” country !—God bleſs 


thee ! 
Mz, God bleſ.— the later of his people !— 
8 22 


Aral. [gazing pen the a with emotion. ]— 


Blood of my ſubject ! Precious pledge, entruſted 
to my care, I did not facrifice you raſhly ! 
Cap. Say, my boy, what ſec'ſt thou? 
Ter. Friends and foes all mingled together. 
Car. Which gives Es r 
TEL. Neither. 


ATaL. Gracious Gods! If ye mal have « a vic- 


tim, here I ſtand ; but ſpare my people. 


TEIL. Methinks the number of waving plumes 


decreaſes. 


Car. Thoſe are the Spaniards Down with. 


them, brethren ! Down with them | 
TEL. I ſee Rolla ! 
ArTAL. What does he? 


TEL. His ſword, as he wields | it around, es | 


| hike lightning, 
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Can Hei is the darling of the Gods 
Ar AT. Of Gods and men. 


T xl. They give way! 
Cay. Who? 
TEL. The Spaniards. 


Cap. [with enthuſiaſm. J--Mewl i 4 cl Giva 


| 1 no reſt! There lies one ! there another ! 


Forward over their bodies! No quarter} Down 
with them all ! ſo 'tis well! and now forwards 


again! 


Aral. What youthful ardour ! ! 
III. They Ry. 


Cav. ¶ Leaving the Altar. Ia! they ay! F Purſue 


them! Extirpate the whole brood Where am 1 ds 


where am 1]? 


I [Pouing]—Hozza huzza! They fly 1 


they fly! 


ATAL. [proftrate before the Altar }—God! thou 


| haſt rewarded my confidence. 


Tr. { deſcending. I ſaw them fly, and the 


banner of the Incas following them. 


[ He conducts Capulco back to the Altar. 
Car. Son of the Sun, let me kiſs thy hand: A 


tear hangs upon my eye. lid, a tear of joy: Son of 
the Sun, let it fall upon thy hand. 


Aral. [ri/ing, and giving him his hand. ]—Kneel, 5 


kneel, old friend! let us thank the Gods. 


Cap. Their beſt thanks are tears of joy. 


 GuyYoMAR [entering out of breath J-We. con- 
ver! 1 


ATaL. Meſſenger of Heaven! 
Gu v. [laying Ataliba's ſword at bis feet. — 


There is thy ſword, I have not diſgraced it. 


ATaL. Keep it in remembrance of this day. 
Gur, Gracious Bann let me forget this 


dau, 


5 


40 ROLLA; os, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


day, and receive thy ſword again : Never could I 
ſhew it to my deſcendants. 
Ara. [pointing to the ſword. ]J—Streams, i it not 
with hoſtile blood ?—Riſe, you have waſhed away 
your ſtains, —Now, tell me how the victory was 
gained? 
Guy. | Rolla alone wreſted it from the conque- 
ror's hand; he ſeemed endowed with ſupernatural 
powers. When our diſorder was compleat, ang 
the bullets of the foe purſued our fugitive troops, | 
and the Spaniſh ſword was weary with ſlaughtering, © | 
then did Rollo throw himſelf in our paflage : he 
ſupplicated, he threatened, lightnings darted from 
his eyes, thunder rolled from: his lips, and then 


again were his words ſoft as the ſong of ſwans. | 
| Now was his ſword raifed againſt the fugitives, 4 


now pointed at his own breaſt. Thus did he delay 
our routed forces, called them back, gathered 
them round him, and, ſeizing the banner of the A 
Incas in his left hand, ruſhed towards the field of 
battle. Already ſecure of conquelt, the Spaniards 
were employed in plundering the fallen, and their 
ſquadrons were ſcattered over the field. Rolla and 
the Gods were with us, and one moment decided 
the victory. Here fell our foes without refiſtance— 
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id there they fled with ſhrieks of terror. The field 
1 was ours: Hold !'cried Rolla: Triumph! ſhouted : 
11 the army; and I haſtened hither, 
5 ATAL. Where is the ſaviour of his country ? 
F Where is my Rolla ? | | 


Guy. He approaches. 
ArAL. Tis now that I feel how poor are 


kings! 
| 
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SCENE VIII. 


| 3 [bearing the Banner of the Incas, which diſ- 


plays a Sun, and followed by Lorano and Warriors.] 


ATALIBA, CabulLco, TELANIs, GuroMAR. 


Ro.. A, ¶ Lneeling, and laying the Banner at Aia- 
liba's feet.] — The victory is thine. | 

ATAL, | cmbracing _— A: friend! my guar- 
dian genius ! 

ALL. Rolla for ever! | 

ATAL. [taking a Diamond Sun from bis neck, and 
hanging it round Rolla's.|-—ln the name of my 


people, whole preſerver thou art, wear this jewel 


as a mark of my gratitude; the tears, which have 
fallen on it, will beſt explain the feeling of your 
ſovereign. 


Rol. [riſing.] I was but the inſtrument of the 


Cap. Alas for the blind man, who cannot ſee 
the hero! 
ATAL. And now let us to the women, who 


_ doubtleſs look for our coming moſt anxiouſly, 


ROL. Where is my friend Alonzo? 


. [ mournfully.] With the Gods! 


Rol. [ /tarting. Wretch that I am! 
Guy. He fell. | 
Zok. He was taken pride 

| Guy. I ſaw him fall myſelf. 

Zok. And he was dragged away. 


Rol. Wretched Cora! 


Axa. Our victory is purchaſed a 
3 Guy. But, though be fell, perhaps be may ſtill 
ive. 


Zok. As they 1 him away, I heatd him at 
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Rol. And Rolla was deaf to the voice of his 
brother ! | 


Aral. The Gods required a victim; our friend | 


is loſt, but our country 1s reſcued : the ſhouts of 
my people mult ſtifle mycomplaints.—Now then to 


the women whom this day has made widows,” to 
the mothers whom this day has made childleſs ; 
to afſuage the tears of his ſubjects is the nobleſt 


office of a king. 


Rol. in deſpair. God Oh God! How can 1 


meet Cora without Alonzo! © [Exeunt. 


END of ts SECOND ACT. 


ACT I. 


SCENE T.—A4z open Place ſurrounded. ” Ty : 


Mountains. | 


| Cona, LAMORA, lung, BARSAN A, and e ana 


: Con 5 [leaning over ber Child, which lies on "a 


Bed of MIG. 


(TILL ſleeping, ſweet babe? When will thy blue 
eye open, and remind thy mother of thy father's 


pile eye? ¶ Riſing with a melancholy air.] Ah 
where are now thy father's eyes? Beam they ſtill? 
Lives he at this moment? 


Lim. [looking towards a aiftant Bill.] Zolica, 
ſee'ſt thou nothing? 


Zul. [behind the ſcenes.] Even now I ſaw . 


clouds of duſt, but they are gone. 


9 ZAM. 
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125 A TRA GE D x. * 
ZAM. Our fate muſt ſoon be decided. 


IMR A. While 1 ſtood on the hill, [ could hen 3 


the claſh of arms. 
Bar. I could diſtinguiſh too a fk BY 
ZAM. That proceeded from the bucklers of our 


friends. 


BAR. But the Spaniſh cannon we could all hear 


Plwkhainly. 


Imza. May the Gos pee our Ke 
Cora, {afiae, and raiſing her hands towards Hea- 


ven. God prelerve thee, Alonzo! 


ZAM. Zulica, ſee'ſt chou nothing? 
Zul. [ata diptance.] The ſun blinds me. 
ZAM. Our Father looks down; j "Th children of 


the Sun will conquer. 


Cor a, [10 her child. ] Look, i an inſect bas nos © 


ſtung you : the wicked inſect ! [ fanning the child 
with a bough. — Oh my Alonzo ! thy wretched wife 
complains that a gnat has ſtung thy child, when 


perhaps at this moment thy heart 18 transfixed by 


an arrow! 
LAM. Zulica, ſee'ſt thou nothing? 
Zul. | behind the ſcenes.] I ſee a warrior haſten- 
ing this way Now I can perceive, at ſome diſ- 
tance, another they ſeem faint and out of breath, 
THE Women, [zogether.] Meſſengers | meſſen- 


gers from our huſbands ! 


Zul. [entering.] The firſt will be bere inftantly; 


I loſt fight of him among yon trees. 


Cora, | rrembling. NM V heart will ſpring from 


my boſom! 


ZAM. He comes l—be comes ¶ Sadaſxi enters 


haſt; ly.]—Speak ! bring'ſt thou joy or ſorrow ? 


SaD. We have loſt the day! Fly, and ſave your- 


; ſelves — 17 be Women 9 Cora 1 nhs down by the 


fide 
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fide of her child. All! is loſt The King? is wouttl- 
4 | ed perhaps ere this is dead. EE 
FE TRE Womtn. Oh! day of ſorrow! | 5 
— Cora, [in a faint voice. Id Alonzo? ? | | 
4333 Sap. I ſaw him not. 
THE Women. Whither ſhall we flu ö 

Sap. Further into the wood. 

TE Women. Away! away, my ſiſters ! uk 
together your jewels! Fly! fly! — Cora... 

Cora. I cannot [As the women are lala | 
away, Zuma enters.) _ 5 fi! 

Zuma. Whither in ſuch haſte? There | is Ril „„ 
hope. — M 

12 XR Women. Hope? Oh! ſpeak, {peak ! 

Zu MA. Rolla has rallied the fugitives: Rolla 

ſtorms and rages among the enemy's ranks like a 
wounded lion! | 

Tux Womtsx. Rolla! the ang of the Gods! | 
_ Cora. And Alonzo ? LH 

Zuma. I faw him not. „ 

Taz Wok. Is the king wounded ? 
| Zuma. Yes, and obliged to leave the field, 
TE WoEN. Oh! Why was he not brought 
hither to us ? 

Zuma. His ftreogth failed him: I ſaw the hero 8 
blood ſtream? 

Zam. | kneeling. ] 7 - down, 8 fiſters ! 

pray for the king's life > 

Tre Women. [kneeling.] Hear us, ye. Gods, 

and protect the Son of the Sun! 

Cos a, raiſing herſelf with difficulty upon her 
knees. | Thou only God, preſerve to me. Alonzo! 
Claſp thy little hands, my boy! hn þ for thy 
father, and for thy native land! 

ZokAxo, [enering.] Joy! * The victory is 


ours! 
Tux: 
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A TRAGEDW: 8 


Tur Wonkx, [ri ing eagerly. ] Welcome, thrice 
welcome, meflenger of comfort ! 
Zo. I hurried hither-----I cannot ſpeak ! ! 
TRE Women. Lives the king? 

on. He does. 

TE Women. Proceed! proceed! - 

Zor. The victory is owing to Rolla alone! 

Tak Women. Bleſſings on Rolla ! 

Cora, [eagerly. | And Alonzo? 

ZoR. I ſaw him not, | 

TE WOMEN Away! away | Le us to our 
brechren, to our huſbands! _ | 

Zos. Hold! they will be here immediately | 

THe Women. Are they near? 

Zok. Hard at hand. | 

ZAM. Quick, my ſiſters! Break boughs from 
yon trees, and weave garlands for the conquerors ! 

THE Women. Yes, yes! __ to WEAVE gar- 
lands for them. 

Cora, [mournfully.] No one has Nen TAN 
Oh my fon ! haſt thou till a father he 5 march i is 
heard at a diſtance. _ 

_ Zam. Hark! they come Look, my ſiſters, 
how proudly march the heroes ! Raiſe the children 
in your arms, that. they may gaze upon the con- 
querors, and liſp “ Victory!“ as they advance. 
LA the march comes nearer, the Women burſt into a 
ſhout of triumph.) Glory to the Children of the 
Sun! Joy to Rolla, the preſerver! Bleſſings on 
Ataliba che preſerved, our father and our king! | 


SCENE 
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SCENE. H, 
Ararma, Roa, Warriors ;—Cox a, Se. 


[The Women baſten to receive the Warriors, and crown 
the King and Rol a. ] 


Arn I thank you, my children. 


Zam. Are you not wounded, my King? Where | 


is the place? Lo! here is balfam. 


AAL. Fear not: my wound was flight, the 
victory has already healed it. 


Cora, | who has hurried through the ranks, with 


ble child ty ber arms, in ſearch of Alonzo, now haſ- 
in deſpair 10 Rolla. ]— Where is Alonzo ?— 
Rolla turns from ber in filence; ſhe throws herſelf 
at the King's feet Give me my huſpand! | Give 
this babe his father again! 
Ar AL. [difembling.|—ls not * here? 
Con a. Doſt thou expect him? 
ArTAL. [ra ing her. — Moſt anxiouſly. 
Cora. Is he not dead ? 


Aral. Not, if the Gods have likened to wy 


prayers. 
Cora. Ataliba, is he not bends Pn 
Ar AL. He lives in my heart. 
Con A. Oh King, thou tortureſt me cruelly ! In 


pity no more 10 doubtful phraſes! Cruſh me 


With a ſingle blow —Am Ja widow? Is this child 
an orphan ? 


Aral. Why, deareſt Cora, dieignth by ſuch 


melancholy ſuſpicions our hopes already too flight? _ 
Cora. Sl AN But there is ſtill ſome hope 
then ?—Oh! what hope? Speak, Rolla! Vou ever 


were a friend of truth ; tell me the truth now. 
EM i: | 5 8 Ro. La. 


A TRAGEDY. ” 


Ne Alonzo has diſappeared. 

Cora. Diſappeared ?—I underſtand not that, 
And will not you ſpeak openly? Oh! let not 
your thunderbolt murmur at a diſtance ; let it fall 
upon my head at once! Say not, he has diſap- | 
peared—ſay, he is dead! | 

Ror. Then ſhould I ſpeak untruth. 

Cora. Oh! if it be an untruth, thanks to the 
Gods !—but has no one the mercy to relieve me 
from terrors inſupportable? Stretch*towards them 
your little hands, my poor babe! Haply thy liſp- 
ings may plead better than thy mother's anguiſh. 

ROL. Alonzo is a priſoner. 

Cora. A priloner ! ?—P1zarro's ?—Oh!l then is 
he dead 

Aral. Not ſ—Inſtantly ſhall an herald to the 
Spaniſh camp, and offer a e ranſom for his = 


--- releaſe. 


dose maſa) Where are my jewels?— 
[Taking G caſket Jrom the foo! of a tree. £ Where i is 
the herald * 
= ATA WH, Cora rob me of the pleaſure of re- 
deeming my friend's life? | 
Cora, Shall her huſband need a ranſom, and 
Cora preſerve more than this garment ? 
THE Women. | After whiſpering among thei. 
ſelves, each advances with-a caſket. ] — Here, deareſt 
Cora, are our jewels; take them, we [Sys them 
willingly. 
"Can. [embracing hen, ]J—Oh my friends | 
Aral. [looking 10wards Heaven. )—l thank ye, 
Gods, that ye gave me for ſubjects, beings who 
can feel! 
Cora. The firt word liſped by my child ſhall = 
be, Gratitude ! Take them, ts and diſpatch 
the herald. c 


ATAL, 
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ATAL. Inſtantly. —[He delivers the caſket to his 


; attendants.} 


Cora. I will accompany him myſelf; and whom 


gold fails to bribe, my tears ſhall win. 
ATat. No, Cora; ; that muſt not be: you 
would but plunge yourſelf and Alonzo into greater 


dangers. Wait with patience till the herald's re- 


turn. 
Cox A. Teach me, then, how to exiſt till they ! 
Aral. Let not the mother be quite abſorbed in 

the wife. Will you confide your child to ftran- 


gers? Or ſhall it become a prey to the barbarous 


| Spaniards ? ?— What you, Cora, you, lovely as you 
are, in the power of yon monſters ? That were to 


riſque your life, your honour, your child's exiſt- 


ence; and, inſtead of refcuing Alonzo, your pre- 
ſence would but rivet his chains more -firmly.— 
Need I ſpeak plainer ?—Stay with us, deareſt Co- 
Ta ; you are a mother, forget not that ! | 
Cora, Hing ber child.]—1 will not forget it! 


ATAL. | go to ſacrifice to the Gods my grati- 


tude for my country, my prayers for Alonzo ! 


Cora. Oh! ere you go, give me your royal 


word that Alonzo ſhall be free ere evening ! 
Aral. Can I do that? 


Cora. Can you not? His death then is. poſſi- 
ble? And why art thou ſo ſilent, poor orphan !. 
Shriek, ſhriek loudly ! Demand of this man thy 


father! Twas for this man he died! 
ATAL, Cora, you rend my heart in pieces ! 


Should Alonzo not return, thick you my grief 


would be trifling ?—My friend will be loſt to me: 


The wife may find another lover, but where ſhall 


| the king find another friend oe 
iſs with Attendants. 
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SCENE 1. 1 
Cora. Kerk 


nn, Oh! whither ſhall I turn for nen 


My child, my child! What will become of thee ? 


Rol. Nay, W not, 1 Tru! in the | 


Gods! 


Cok A. They have abandoned me. 
Rol. They gave Friendſhip the power of pour! | 


ing balm in every wound. 


CoA. Not in a wound ſo 85 as mine. 
ROL. They planted in the {oil of Sorrow the 


flower of Hope. 


Cora. My hope is wichered: ; 
Roll. . Your deſpair tramples on its bloſſoms, 


Ph grief makes you ungrateful.— What the Gods 


gave you through one miracle, can they through 


another preſerve to you. 


Cora. But ſhould they not ? Should Alonzo 5 


Ah! I cannot ſpeak the word! 


Roof, chen your child fatherleſs while Rolla 
lives . 
Cora. And who mall replace to kim his mo- 


ther? — Or thinkꝰſt thou Cora can ſurvive Alon- 


20's loſs? | 
Roll. For her child's ſake ſhe can, 
Cora. Shall it ſuck blood from my boſom ? 


Shall it drink nothing but its mother's tears? 


Rol. The ſoothing hand of time, Ataliba' 5 


- friendſhip, my affeCtion----_ 


Cora. Away with your affe&ion, with your 
friendſhip ! Offer not the wretch an ear of * 


whoſe baryelt the ſtorm has deſtroyed entirely! 


- $o ROLLA; ox, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 

| Rot. Since then you reject me as your own, 
hear at leaſt Alonzo's friend. | 
| Cora. Alonzo's? Oh ! ! who was not Alonzo's 
friend? 
Rol. When we parted before the battle, his laſt 
words were. 

Cor A, (ſnddering. ]—His laſt words Pro- 
ceed 

+ net They confided. to me two precious be- 
queſts; his laſt bleſling for his child, his laſt wiſh 
for thee. | 
_ His wiſh Alis laſt 4 N N 

Rol. | co/dly and gloumily. | —< If 1 fall,” ſaid Hs ; 
and wrung my hand, be Cora 15 wife. 
Cor a. Thine ! 
Rol. I gave him my word, and we parted. 
CoA. Ha!l—there breaks in upon me a dread- 
ful light! Alonzo, thou haſt fallen the victim of 
thy own guileleſs heart Oh hadſt thou but 
been ſilent! Hadſt thou not bequeathed this fatal 
beauty 10 an impatient heir, haply at this mo- 


Rot. Cora, what dreadful ſuſpicions afſail your 
mind! WE 

Con. Tis clear! 'tis clear - Lou ſent him 
where death was inevitable; his courage was the 
willing dupe of your artifice ; be went, he flew, he 
threw himſelf upon the points of the Spaniſh 
ſwords !—You looked on from a diſtance - looked 
on, and ſmiled ! 

| Rot. [ petrified with ofteniſhment. Cora! 

Con. Confeſs it, you could have faved him; 
but then did his fatal Jegacy float before you 
eyes! He fell: y ou turned your eyes away. 
Kor. Sun, muſt 1 ſurvive this? 

W 5 


A TRAGEDY. 35 i 


Cora. 80 that you murdered him not rn 


how can the wretched widow blame you? The 
hand which you reach her, ſtreams not with her 


huſband's blood; you did but look on. 
ROL. This is too much! 


Cora. And this laſt requeſt-- Who * 


that it ever paſſed Alonzo's lips The dead can 


not contradict. 
Rol. Cora, here is my ſword ; kill me ! 
Cora. What Will you not lies for love? for 
a love, whoſe flowers mult {pring from your friend's 
grave ?—Bur you, who could ſo well remember 
Alonzo's words, now hear mine : Sooner ſhall my 


ſon draw poiſon from my botom, than I call you : 


huſband, than he call you father! 


ROL. Term me then your fi iend, your protec- 


Or 
Con a. Away! I know no protection but Hea- 


ven's! With my child in my arms will I Wander 


through the field of battle, examine every mangled 


cCorſe, and ſeek in every face, diſtorted by dying 


agonies, the ſweet ſmile of my Alonzo! I will 
ſhriek his name till the veins burſt in my boſom, 
and if there glimmers in him one ſpark of life he 


will hear me, and, in pity, once more uncloſe his 


eyes to the ſun's light. 1 if | find him not, then, 
my boy, will we to the enemy ! Spantards are men, 


and your ſmile ſhall win me a paſſage through a a 


thouſand ſwords ! Who will impede a mother 
leeking her huſband ? Who will daſh from him an 
innocent child, who cries and weeps for his father ? 


Come, my boy ; go where we may, there is for us 


no danger! A hits at his mother's breaſt is ſafe 


all over the world! Come, o. come my boy, we will 
to ſeek thy N 5 | ” Eil. 
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| {SCENE 1V. 
Rola, [alene. — 


TH lands for ſome time with bis eyes rooted on the 
ground. At length bis feelings overpower him, and be 
_ exclaims with vel int emotion.] —That to me! -[He 
relat ſes into ſullen f len e: At length be rouſes himſe! z 
and feems to take a ſtrong reſolution.) — e I will 
compel you to eſteem me! [Exit, — 


8 2 E N E V An Tent. 


2 a 
1 


Piz aR RO, Lalone. ] 


Fortu ne, thou harlot, boys alone win thy favbür; : 
the man's kiſs is not ſoft enough to pleaſe thee | ' 
Whoſe cheek is ſmooth, and chin is beardleſs, him 
thou canſt flatter and careſs.” But when the man's 
| brow wears the furrows of wiſdom, ever to him 
doſt thou turn thy back. Painted monfler, now 
roll thy thunder-bolts ! Loud let them roll over 
my. blaſted corſe ; bur firſt grant me vengeance ! 
vengeance upon Alonzo ! Smile on me but once 


again, and let that ſmile be the fignal of Alonzo' 8 
death ! 5 


£1 SCENE VL 
| i W 


Prz.. Ha! Who approaches ? Who dares diſ- 
turb my privacy? Where is the ſentinel? 
ELV. Ob! your ſentinel has done all that be- 
came a ſoldier. —** Who is chere! 29 Tis I, El- 
vira.“ . You muſt not enter.“ Wherefore ; = 

FH  _.:-: 2 Pizarro 


AT R A GE D v. Ea WM 


* Pizarro has forbidden it; he wiſhes to be alone.“ 


EI ben did his ſtern eye meer: one ſoft glance from 
mine, the halbert ſank, and I paſſed onwards. 

Piz. And now what wouldlt thou? 

ELv. See how an hero bears a reverſe. of for- 
tune. 

Piz. Saw'ſt chou me not with my routed Torte 
when this arm ſtruck the flying cowards to the 
ground? Sawꝰſt thou me not with my vanquiſhed 
troops, where, among a thouſand bending heads, 
my head alone raiſed itlelf high, and defied the 

malice of fate? | 

Ev. I did; but to know the hero truly, I muſt 
ſee him in the ſolitude of his tent. To be great be- 


tore the world, is not always to be great before 
one's ſelf. Many: there are who tremble in the ſi- 


lence of night, yet, in the preſence of e ah 
Sage upon death undaunted. 


Piz. Well, and thou Nen een Am 1 


changed by ſorrow ? Sec'll thou the trace of one 
fruitleſs tear? 

ELv. A tear oh, ſhame thee? None but 
monks and women when t ; Bi thou art. gry and 
that is ill. 

PI. How ould be chen? Should T: dom ind 
rejoicings becauſe the enemy's ſword has mowed 
down the flower of my army? 

Erv. Cool and filent ſhouldſt thou be as night 
when the ſtorm has {pent its rage: Cool and ſilent 
ſhouldſt thou be as the grave on that evening 
J— precedes the day of judgment. The morn- 


ing breaks, and, endowed 'with new vigour, and : 


lighted by a new fun, forth comes the hero. 


Piz, Woman! woman !—Oh, why were not all | 


my men, this day, women like thee ! Di © 


Ex v. Had they Donn 1 this day world my | 


hand 
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| $54 ROLLA; or, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


hand have trowned thee king of Quito. Bur mark 
me, Pizarro, ſtill ſtand we on the bank; the ſcep- 


tre, which ſwims before 2s in a ſtream of blood, is 
ſtill in our fight; ſummon freſh ſtrength, and 
| tpring once more 1ato the river. 


PIZz. Oh Elvira! faint xr pu my hope while 


this Alonzo, this ſcourge of my exiſtence, heads the 


foe, 
Ev. Ha! I had 8 i Alonzo | is made 

priſoner. | 
Piz. Say'ſt thou? 


 _ Erv. Even now was he dragged through I 


camp in triumph. 
PIZ. [embracing ber. — Woman, what glorious 


_ ridings haſt thou brought me !—Alonzo my pri- 
ſoner Now then am I the coe, 3 1 che 


enemy who bas bad the worſt. 
ELV. Now, by my life, you make me curious 
to {ce the man, at whole. name t'3zarro trem- 


| bled! 


P12. Where is he Who waits ?—[ 4 Soldier 


enters, Conduct the captive Spaniard hither im- 
mediately. „o Soldier. | 


ELv. What will you do with him ? 
Piz. He ſhall die, the traitor Tortures that 


laſt for hours, for days 
EI v. Oh! huſh for ſhame 1—\V hat then will be 


aid of thee hereafter ? —Pizarro could not ner | 
till Alonzo was dead. 


Paz. | care not. | | 
ELv. Diſgraceful phraſe in the mouth of an 


hero !—Pizacro, if not always generous, at leaſt be 
5 Mays g great. 


Piz. And what 1 you I ſhould do? 


e. Uiye him a word; and dare him to com- 


Dat. 


A THAGEDYE 55 
PIZz. He has betrayed his country; Bg. bis 


: God: Such a death were too glorious. 
Ur 


or the trai- 


murder him, remember that Elvira is loſt o A 
for ever. 


Pz. And why e are you thus intereſted for an un- 


known? What is he to you? 


Bi. Heis nothing; 3 but your renown is every | 
E ching. Think you 'us Pizarro whom | love ? No, 


"tis his glory! 


P1z. Away with glory! Tis for revenge my 
heart now pants: J have ſwore to gratify chat 1 re- 
venge; and L am a Spaniard. 


SCENE VII. 


ALoxzo [in Chains.]—ELviRa—PiZarRo. 


[Ebvica examines Alonzo with ng led admiration 


and curioſity.] 


> 


Piz. So, you are welcome, Don Alonzo! 'Tis 


long ſince we met. , 
ALon. And yet we meet too ſoon . 


. You are married, as I bear, and * 8 


father? 


Aron. Are you vexed that you cannot murder 
| the child in his mother's womb ? 


Paz. [his eyes flaming wwith rage.) — Boy! 


Ev. You have but your cleſerts; why did you | 


mock him? 
P1z. And why are you his advocate? 


ELv. *Tis mean to deride a fallen enemy. 
Piz. Retire! 


EX v. I will not. 


Piz. 


Erv. Act as ; you judge moſt fitting; ; but if you 
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56 ROLLA; ON, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


Piz. Muſt I uſe force? 
Exv. [drawing a dagger. Force! ? 


Alox. Generous youth, who are you? Never 


did we meet before. 


JErv. It my. foul. be generous, heed not my 
name. 

Alox. Compromiſe not yourſelf: to plead f for 
me to Pizarro, is to bid the tiger reſign his 5 

PIZ. That tiger is Juſtice, 


ALON. Pronounced by your lips, her name is 


profancd. 


P1z. You have betrayed your country! 


Aro. Was I then burn among robbers ? 


Piz. Thou apoſtate from God and d religion! 
Alox. I am none. 

Piz. Thy wife is a Pagan! 

Alox. God ſees the heart, and judges. 
PI Z. And rewards, as we delerve. 

ALon. That does he, bur *tis yonder ! 

PIZ. Thy moments are numbered; uſe them to 


4 


defend thyſelf, if defend thyſelf thou can'ſt. 


Arox. Where are my judges? 

P IZ. Doſt thou aſk ?. 

Aron. Art thou deſpotic here, then? . 

P Iz. Mean'ſt thou to appeal to the aſſembled 
chieftains? 

Alox. Yes, if Las Caſas be among them ; 3 elſe | 


I may ſpare my words. 


FIZ. Strange that the raſhneſs 5 one man 


ſhould lean fo willingly on the folly of another! 


ALown, Oh! If what I love in Las Caſas be fol- 


ly, never may I know what wiſdom is! Grant me, 
Almighty, prant me but to die in the folly of Las 


Caſas ! 
Piz, You are nearer the goal 5 your wiſhes 


than you Knagine, 
Alox. 


A TRAGEDY. WM 


Aron. Hope you by this to intimidate me? 

Pz. Yet, fat Las Caſas in my place, what 
would? ſt thou ſay to him? 

Aron. What ?—l would lead him through the 
fields of Quito ; then would I ſay— Look bow all 
here blooms and profpers ; how in this place the 
ploughſhare ſhapes its courſe through lands till 
now uncultivated, while yonder a plenteous crop 
ripens to reward the peaſant's labour! hat is my. 
work. Look, how content ſmiles upon every 


cheek, while juſtice and humanity extirpate every ' 
barbarous law : that is my work, Look, how al- 


ready this man and that man raiſe their eyes full of 
adoration, pure and ſublime, in gratirude to the 
only true God! that is my work.'—And chen 
would Las Caſas claſp me in his arms, and a tear 
of enthuſiaſm moſt ſoft, moſt ſad, moſt Toke. 


would ſhed on me the good man's bleſſing NO ] 


doſt thou comprehend, that one may look on death, 
and ſmile? 


'P:z. Thou ſtill art, what thou ever wert, a wild 
e 


Alox. Ah! ſhould this enthuſiaſm ever there 


me, I ſhould deſerve. to be called Pizarro's 


friend! 


. infolent boy 1 But remember, 
women fit not here to counſel; here men meet to 

Judge ! 

__ Arox. I know well your manlineſs, and am 
prepared for its effects. 


Piz. Tis well you are, ſince the Hour which 


{till are yours are but few. Go and prepare your- | 


ſelf for death ! 

ALon. I am prepared arc; 

Piz, Has enthuſiaſm then expelled your wife 
an child from your W and your heart? 


There 
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5B ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


Ale: There i is a God! 8 
Piz. I wiſh you joy of Four proud bearing > Go, 


and to prayers ! To- morrow' s firſt lun- beam is the 
herald of your death. 


AlL ON. Your vengeance is Sed 3 I thank 
you, that it is ſo.—| Going. ]— 
Exv. Stay, Alonzo Pizarro, this youth muſt 


Piz. Are you diſtracted ? : 
ELv. I expect not from you virtue or genero- 


ſity; > I bid you but obey the laws of honcur ! Un- 


bind his chains, give him a ſword, and engage him 


| bravely : : if you do not this, I delp iſe you! 


P1z. Give him a {word > — What that he may 
again crimſon it with the blood of his brethren ? 

Alox. Robbers are not my brethren. 

P:z. Doſt thou hear him —Away, Alonzo ! you 
know your doom. 


Alox. I know it, and deſpiſe you.—I thank 
you, generous youth ! But why do I find you 
among theſe wretches? Haſte you to thoſe, who 
here are termed barbarians; with them will you 


find your Ppper * „„ Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 


Przanke, 8 


'Prz. Right! Mock on, and pour oil on he 
flames of my vengeance ! Las Caſas, theſe are 
the fruits of thy ſpecious doctrines! | 

ELv. This Alonzo excites my admiration. 

P1z. In a few hours thou ſhalt ſay he did ex- 
cite it. 

ELV. Mean you hat be muſt die? 

Pz. As ſurely as the ſun muſt ſet. 


© BibVo 


P 


A TRAGEDY. .- 2:57 Wis 


El v. And in what manner! ? 


Piz. Even now do I calculate, how. many tor- 


ments can be crowded into the ſpace of an hour. 
ELv. I know one torment, which gives the tor-, 


tured eternal pain, the torturer eternal. pleaſure. 


ſometimes done lute actions: Hercules ſcrupled 


Pie And that i er 
Ev. Generofity e e 
Piz. I underſtand you not. 
Ev. Pardon Alonzo! 
Pz. Dareſt thou a ſecond time. | 
ELv. A thouſand times! Bleſs me, : Bids that 
1 fave thee from Poſterity's curſe ; that, when ſhe 
reads thy actions, I teach her to ſay, © He invaded 


with a deſpicable force an unknown world, he 


was bold! he vanquiſhed the king of a mighty em- 


pire, he was ſucceſsful! be forgave his fallen ene- 


my, he was great!“ 


Prz, [ ſcoffing. | And 1 then will my 3 


bones 2 5 gaily in my grave! Mean'ſt thou 
_ mat | 


El. I know 3 as thou doſt, that renown is 
a bubble, and the bero a child; yet 'tis that play- 
thing which makes, of a mortal, a demi- god! 

Piz. And ſhould 1 ſatisfy my jult revenge, 
what then would be ſaid of me? 


ELv. He plunged his dagger in the unarmed 


captive's heart; he was a common man! 
Pizi nilins bitterly. |—-Yet great men have 


not tv c:ulh the ſnake, or Apollo to flay the ſatyr. 
ELy. The ſatyr deſerved it; but alas, in this 


cale, the ſatyr plays better than the god! 


PZ. [angrih I'll hear no more! 


V. Nor will I longer labour to plant cedars 


in a ſwamp. Away with thele idle ſancies, glory 


and after- praiſe; a little ſmoke, a lutle flame, nei- 
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60 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


ther warms nor ſatisfies; but now let me ſpeak 
home to your heart. Your intereſt, Pizarro! How 


if, by a little cheap generofity, we gain a point 
which elſe it would colt us dearly to e 


Pz. Say on. 


Ev. Alonzo will and muſt arreſt the truth of 
Las Caſas' leſſons, either by an heroic death, which 


will do to us little good—or by an heroic folly, 


whoſe advantage will be to us eſſential: the choice 


2 on thee... 
Iz. On me! How? 


ELv. We mult entangle this thus in the web 


of his own viſions. That ſtrange thing which men 


term exalied virtue, is his idol: Go then to him; 
ſay to bim“ Alonzo, thou has injured me! 1 for- 


give thee; thou art free !* '—Whart tollows? The 
boy throws limſelf on thy neck, and in en | 


guides thee to the throne of Quite. 


Piz. Think'ſt thou ſo? I doubt it. 
Elv. Is the taſk too difficult for thee? I will aid 


thee. What eaſier than love, makes the enthuſiaſt. 


a Demon or 2 God? I am fair, and know well how 
to wind mylelt round a man's heart, Thou 
| Know'ſft, Pizarro, thouſands obey thee, the hero; 5 


the hero obeys me, the woman. 


11 ſeornfully. ]—lIndeed ? 


ELV. Nay, diſpute not; time is precions, ” 
haſten to Alonzo: Already, as a youth, have I 


gained an intereſt i in his heart; but when I and 
before him as a woman, when his hand is preſſed 


by mine, and my eyes are raiſed to his in ſuppli- 


cation, while virtue and morality ſpeak melodi- 
oof with my hps, think you" he can then nn 
me? 

Piz. Excellent vanity !- 


Ex v. 


9 TRAGEDY. 15 2 


Ev. Thank me for my friendly offer, leſt I 
W its 


Piz. Withdraw it when thou wilt, for my reſolve 


is taken. 


El v. Muſt then Alonzo die ? 
Piz. He muſt. © | 
Ev. Even though his death ſhould divide thee 


from Elvira for ever? 


P1z. Even then. 


'Ex,v. Though, ſeeking generoſity among our 


foes, ſhe fled to the Peruvians, and laboured for 
their happineſs, like Alonzo? | 


_ "es Chains and dungeons ſhall prevent thy 
flight. 


ELv. No chains can bind a wont; who with- 
out Las Caſas leſſons has learnt to deſpiſe death. 


Piz. And if nought elle can e thee, death 
ſhall. 


FELv. [tznderly.]. That to me, Pizarro? Then 
thou lovelt me no more. 


P1z. Away! Thou can'ſt not make of the ge. 


neral an Arcadian ſhepherd! 
FErxv. Ungrateful! Was it for this that 1 ſacri- 
ficed, to follow thee, my parents, my country, and 


my fame? that I feared not to periſh in the ocean, 
fo that I periſhed in thy arms? 


Piz, And have I not repaid thee like for like ? 
Of what doſt thou complain? Doſt thou not ſhare 


my power, my honours, and my joys? 


ELv. Forget not too, that I have ſhared thy 
dangers. Who on this dreadful day ſtood neareſt 


| thee in the battle's tumult? Whoſe boſom, unuſed 


to armour, was placed before thine as a ſhield ? 


P1z, Elvira, thou loveſt as a woman, and art 


brave as a man; for which there belongs to thee, 


Pizarro 5 — and half our r plunder. 


f ELv. 
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62 ROLLA; or, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


Ev. Then be my ſhare Alonzo. 

PZ. I retain Alonzo for my own. _ 

El v. [ ſoothingly.]—VV hat even though I Would 
beg for him gently? Should beg for him in tears? 

P1z. ¶coldy.] — Even then After a pauſe.— 
Elvira. Why thus earneſt ? By Heaven, I could 


almott think the boy's lnooth cheeks have be- 
witched thee ! 


ELv. | eagerly. ]—No, on my foul! As yet I love 


none but you: but ſhow yourſelf worthy of that 


love!] Accident may wreſt from you the conqueſt 
over your foes : : conquer yourſelf, Pizarro; and 
then is your defeat indeed a glorious victory! 
then are you again an hero, and none but: an hero 


deſerves Elvi: ra's love. 


Piz. You ſpeak in vain! Beware, beware, 
Elvira! Let not tu! {picion s ſtrike her fangs into 


my heart! You know the Spaniſh temper, know 
Pizarro! N 


EL v. Yes I know him know him jealous of 


affect ion, more jealous of renown. Pizarro, thou 


Wilt not break the only chain which binds thee 0 | 
Elvira. 


PIZ. No more! Every word thou uttereſt, mag- 
nifies his offence ! 

Ev. Then be that chain now broken! Go, and 
prepare thine axe for the captive's neck, whole fet- 


ters alone guaranty thy exiſtence. Willingly has 


Elvira, after every combat, wiped blood and duſt 


from the brow of her hero; but never ſhall her 


hand wipe duſt from the brow. of a coward, but 
never (hall her hand wipe blood from the brow of 


an aflaſfin, The arm, which ſtabs a defenceleſs 


enemy, ſhould never claſp a noble-minded wo- 
man; the lips, which in cold blood ſpeak a death 
ſentence, {ſhall never mote. rett upon mine? Oh! 

T3. 9 | 1 Know 


| AP RAG EDS. 
4 know well how ſweet is vengeance, taken on a 
mighty foe ; but when he ſinks, vengeance ſhould 


__ vaniſh, Who feels other wiſe, I pity ! who acts 
otherwiſe, I delpiſe! 


Piz. [after a pauſe, during which be eyes ber with 


2 contemptuous ſmile. —1 hou art a woman! | Exit. 


Ss CEN E IX. 
ELVIRA [alone.] 


El. v. Knowꝰſt thou that, and doſt not tremble? 
Know'ſt, that I hate, vehemently as I love., and 
doſt not tremble )—Tis well! Thou, who ſaw'ſt 
unmoved the war of elements, the rage of battle, 


tremble now, for a woman hath vowed thy de- 


ſtruction. Alonzo ſhall live Elvira. ſhall love 
him Not for that the bloom of youth, and his 


form's fair proportions bave for my eyes the charms 
of novelty : no, cis that I find the idol, whom I 


worlhipped in Pizarro, is but a periſhable ſoul- 
leſs image; 'tis that I find that, which far off I 
thought a marble temple, is when near but the 


varniſhed fabric of a juggler,—Ha! Pizarro, 1 
could have pardoned thee, hadſt thou been faith- 


leſs to obtain a throne; but thou art cowardly, 
and mean and thou halt loſt Elvira for ever! 


[ Exit, 


END of the THIRD ACT. 
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6 ROLLA; os, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


sch E I.—The 3 2 T. N. _ | 


Aroxzo alone. | 


Aroxzo. | 


ESPISE 1 I rhus faid the Greeks and 
Romans; heathens, but philoſophers. Bluth, 


then, Chriſtian, bluſh! thou trembleit !—What they 


but eh than knoweſt, the exiſtence of a better 
world, and yet you crembleſtl—Is it that youth 


ſtrives againſt an early death with ſtronger muſcles ? 


Whar is an early death ? Alonzo ſhould not reckon 
his life by years, but by the moments he has paſſed 
with Cora !—Cora? Ah! there rattled the roſy 
chain which binds me irreſiſtibly to the world. 
My wife! my child ! The one holds me by the 


tear of affection, the other by the ſmile of inno- 


cence ! Cato, thou ſurely never lovedſt thy wife! 
Seneca, ſarely thou never wert a father! Loud does 
the voice of Nature ſay to me, Live!” Loud 
echoes back my heart that voice! Can that wiſh 
diſgrace the man, or hero ? It cannot] Lord of my 
deſtiny, that life which thou gaveſt me, is ſweet: 
Giver of life, I pray to hve! 


8 CEN E II. 
ALonzo, GasPero, [with a aſter, Wine, Nc. 


Gas. Look, Alonzo, I bring you food and wine! | 


Take courage, drink! _ 
Alox. Who art thou! 0 


GAS. 


A TRAGEDY. | 6 


[ITY I am appointed to guard this tent. | 

Alox. Owe 1 this refreſhment to your com- 
paſſion? 

Gas. No! I feel for you from my foul, but 
cannot aſſiſt you—lI am too poor. 
Alox. From whom then had you this wine? 


{ 
Gas. One who can give tweeter tant cha | i 
 wine.—f'S;fty.) Donna Elvira. „ 
'ALon: And who is (he? Þ-.: „ by 
Gas. Have you not heard of her ?—The genes | 14 
fal's miſtreſs. 4 4} 
ALon, His miſtreſs and this Elvira, lay N 15 
b... 15 
G As. Sent has —_ Ni 
Alox. Does ſhe know me? Mt 

| Gas, I think not. 4 
Alox. Go then, and thank her bon mes 05 
Gas, Good. "i 6 
Aro. The wine thou mayꝰſt take back again 4 
Gas. Will you not taſte it, then? 5 
ALon. For many years I have drank no wine. 1 

| Gas. But you need it now to keep up your Yi 
courage. 110 
ALox. My good fellow, 5 pity the wretch Wi 
whoſe courage mult be borrowed from yon flaſk. Wit 


Ses. Aye, aye, fine talking! but the fumes of 
wine get into the head, and blunt the ſting of 
one's ſorrow. 

Alox. Leave me; death is not a 4 ſpeckre, at | 
whoſe approach I hide my face in the pfl. 
Drink the wine thyſelf; *tis a cold * and this „ 
flaſk will do thee good. = _ . 

Gas. Nay, with all my heart; juſt as you will. 5 1 
Truſt me you are a brave knight, and it's a pit7 „„ 
That you ſhould be an heretic ! Dear, dear I I pros 
teſt I could TIP for you if it were notaſint 
| | X 5 Exit. 
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SCENE Ul, 
ALonzo [alex]. 


Aron. Alas! poor fellow, thou know'ſt not 
what thou ſay'ft. God ! thou halt planted for the 
Spaniards the vine, for the Peruvians the patana. 
Thy floods bathe equally the plains which are 


| ſhadowed by the Pyrenees, or which border the | 
foot of the Cordilleras. Thou haſt made the Croſs 


on our Altars the ſymbol of thy protection; ; yet 
ſmil'ſt upon the Sun, which hangs on che Inca's 


boſom. 


SCENE 1V. 
| ELVIRA. ALoxzo. 
EL. ne ] Don Alonzo ! ! 
Alox. Who calls me? 
El v. [ approaching. ]—Know'ſt thou me not? 


ALox. Oh! now right well! Thou art the ge- 
nerous youth, who dared to plead for me, when 


the tyrant Pizarro pronounced my death- ſentence. 


Thine image is engraved upon my heart! 

ELv. Alonzo, thou muſt live! for thou art dear 
to me. 

Alox. To feel intereſted for an nn 5 
noble, but dangerous. Thou would'ſt not unfold 
to me thy name before: tell me now who thou 


art, who ſeem'ſt an eagle among vultures ! 


EL. Gueſs you not who Il am? 
Alox. How ſhould I ? — 
Exv. Where has humanity a fairer 1 than 


in che bolyih of a woman 7 Who but a woman, 
could 


«A TRAGEDTY.'' 7 $* 
could dare to ſtep between a tyrant and his wrath, 
and dare it with impunity ? 


ALon. Amazement —A woman 9 — - Perhaps 


Elvira ? 


ELv. A name ſeems to have great weight with 


| thee: yes, I am ſhe. 
Axon. This viſit-----at boch an hour . 
Ev. They heed not hours, who go to ſuceour 
the oppreſſed. | 
Ao. This hour is the laſt of my exiſtence 1 
EL. It ſhall not be! | 4 
ALon. Pizarro hath ſworn my death. — 
ELv. And I thy preſer vation. 2: 2700 
ALon. I thank thy good- will 3 but I am Pre- 
ared to die. 
Eu v. Still death and dying: at every third wordÞ 


Art thou one of thoſe ſtrange beings who ſeat them 


ſelves calmly on the brink of the grave, that "_ 
may contemplate the abyſs's depth at their eaſe ? 
ALoN. No; but what I cannot avoid, I know 
how to endure; 
El v. Art thou content to die, Alonso 


Alox. Were I to anſwer, Yes, I ſhould deceive 


a myſelf and thee. 

ELv. Away then! Fly! 

Arox. What mean you? Surely you jeſt with 
me? 


Arox. Theſe chains my guards. 

ELv. To looſen chains, and deceive ſentinels, is 
mere ſport to love. 

Alox. To love! 

ELv. Call it how thou wilt; I never beoded to 


give my feelings their proper names. I ſaw thee 
ſtand in chains before Pizarro: I heard thee ſpeak 
like an ancient Roman. In that moment dropped 

e m: 


Ex. Then ſhould I chooks my time admirably . 
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68 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 
dropped the fetters from thy band, and they fell 


„upon my heart! I felt, that I muſt ſave-thee 5 


and 1o decide and to act with me know no cold 


interval: I felt, and haſtened to my work. 


Aro. Vou will fave me? 
ELv. I thee, thou me! Thou ſhalt draw me 


from the whirlpool, where all our ſtriving for glor 


ſerves but to produce a foam of blood; thou ſhalt 
bear me from a path, where avarice blaſts every 


laurel. Mine is no common foul, Alonzo : I will 
not love, that, while I fic. ſpinning in the circle of 
my children, L may relate to them fairy tales: no, 


with the deeds of my lover ſhall my lips overflow— 


* Look,” will I ſay, © Look, my children, on that 
ſtatue; that was raiſed in your father's honour, 


Hark to that ſhout of admiration ! it burſts in 
your father's praiſe. Give your little hands in 


amity to yon pardoned foe ; twice has he been con- 


quered, firſt by the valour of your father's arm, 
then by the generoſity of your father's heart.” — 

Oh bappy is the woman who can ſpeak thus, was 
can boaſt that her love is no every-day weakneſs ! 


— Youth, if thus I pleaſe thee, if thou wilt thus make | 


me forget the curſe of being born a woman, wow 


me thy hand, and I fave thec! 
Alox. If I underſtand you right, fair ſtranger, 


ho reckon upon that gratitude which no longer : 


s in my power to beſtow : I have a wife. 
Ev. An heathen! 


ALON. I have a wife, and Love lanctione under | 


every {ky the bond of marriage. 
ELv. Repays thy wife with equal love thy af. 


%//éͤöé— ñ mͤñ TT. 


Alon. With equal love? Donna Elvira, ſince 
ſhe aſks that queſtion, muſt know little of her ſex, 
ever extreme in a and hate. 


x 16 


4 
a 


A FRN 


Er v. And yet wilt thou make of her a widow ? 
ALon, My fate and hers are in the hands of 
God! | 

ELV. 80 ſpeaks every one who dares not aft | 
himſelf. Haſt thou children? | 

ALoNn. But one, the plodge wy an affeftion moſt 
pure and fervent. | TS: 

ELV. Wilt thou make of YR an orphan? 2 

ALox. Oh! my Fernando! oy Ef 2 

ELV. Ill becomes it the hero to lame ben | 
he thould act firmly. Hear me! If thou art every 
thing to thy wite, if ſhe thinks thy life purchaſed 
at any price not too dear, wilfully will ſhe ſacrifice 


her rights, and reſign the preferred to bis ou | If 
ſerver. | „ 
Aron. That would be: | 
EL.v. Why then beſitate? 3 Fit 
ALoN. Elvira, the death of a moment will leben | ml 


my chains, bur the death of years only could end Ph 
ber ſorrows, When ſhe ſaw me in your arms, ſhe RL. 
would ſtrive to reſtrain her tears, while I ſhould 


{ob aloud on your boſom. Lovers can ſacrifice every [ i 
thing, their love excepted ; lovers never need any 140 
thing, except their love. I am every thing to my 5 fi 
wife; ſhe is more to me than my exiſtence. The ww 
Spaniards came hither in ſearch of treaſures ;- I have 4 
found the moſt precious, a noble wife! And hall = 
Ino purchaſe with that treaſure a wretched life, 15 
which without her is without value ?—Oh Cora! 1 


in thy arms I thought life a bleſſing; for no arms 
will I exchange them, ſave thoſe of death. Leave 
me, Segnora; if thou balt no other means to ns . 
me, accept mf thanks but leave me. | 
Exv. Ha! *as thus you pleaſe me beſt! Let me 
enjoy the proud perſuaſion, that, were your heart 
Fill Res you would think me worthy of it. e 
| tnnKs 
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and this man ſhall 1 murder in his ſleep? 


7 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


thinks I envy thy happy wife; but away with the 
ungenerous feeling! efface it, Elvira, by a diſin- 


tereſted action! Hear me, youth : Take this dag- 
ger, and follow me; I will guide you where Pizarro 


lies ſleeping: Then plunge your weapon in his 


Haughty heart! Terror will ſpread her wings over 


the whole camp; and in the firſt moment of con- 


fuſion, at the firſt ſhrick of murder, while all are 
hurrying they know not whither or for what, I fly 


wich thee to the Peruvians. There ſhall I feel thy 


wite's grateful tears upon my cheek; there ſhall I 


hear the ſoft liſping of your child; and all my am- 


bitious plans will be forgotten. 
ALox. How? Murder Pizarro fleeping ? 
ELv. Thy bittereſt foe. 
ALox. I would m the arch- fend, were he 
aſleep. | 


chery to me, and deſpiſe him for his baſeneſs in 
trampling on a fallen enemy, Be generous only 


with the generous ; treat the miſcreant as he treats 
others. Free the tarth from a monſter, whom the 


old world has ſent forth to torment the new ; thy 


adopted country will reſound with grateful ſhouts 


to her preſerver, and thy reward be glorious re- 
poſe in the bolom of thy family. Now, then, de- 
termine! 

ALox. I am determined. 

EL v. Follow me, then! 

AlLoN. I cannot. Seck for ſome other inſtrument 
of revenge. There was a time when this Pizarro 


loved me, when he ſhared with me every glorious 


danger of the fight, every luxury of his table. A 
thouland times have I ſlept by. his fide mam 


'Euv. Alonzo, I "BM this Pizarro for his trea- 


"OY | 
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"Raw, Has he not broken every chain which 
bound you to him 


Alox. To break every one lies not in his power z ; 
the chain of gratitude binds me ftill. 
Erv. Thou wild enthuſiaſt Bur leave thee! 
Solirude will rouſe thy ſlumbering prudence; and 


as death approaches, thy brain will become tem- 


perate. Know, thy friends have offered for thee 
a mighty ranſom ; Pizarro has refuſed it. My pro- 


poſal alone can fave thee! 
ALoN. Then muſt my foul be prepared for death. 


ELv. Lo where the firſt blulh of morning 
reddens in the eaſt ! tis the herald of a proaching _ 
1 W are ſtill 


death. The moments fly ſwiftly; but 
thine, and opportunity, once paſſed by, returns no 
more l leave thee to reflect ion. In a quarter of an 
hour come! hither again, to receive your laſt reſolu- 


tion. Farewell, Alonzo ! e LARS 


SCENE v. i 


ArLoxzo [alone.] 


Spare thyſelf the trouble | thy entreaties muſt be 
vain, Death is a bitter medicine ; bur vicious Jite 
is a ſweet poiſon. To heaven I recommend my wife! 


to heaven and Rolla! May yon mountains, the 
abode of peace and innocence, yield them a ſafe 
retreat! and may my poor child never know that 
his father was one of thoſe whom his countrymen 


muſt curſe!—Jehovah ! or Sun] [How I term thee 
matters not ]—preſerve to my dear ones health and 


pure hearts: all elſe is vanity !—| Looking out. 
The breaking day faintly illumines yon blue hills: 
an hour is yet my own, TI will try to fleep, and 


defraud the fear of death of its rights. Purity of 
5 conſcience, : 
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7 ROI A; os, THE PERUVIAN HERO? 


conſcience, now bid ſlumber fit heavy on thy 
friend's eyes! Returning into the tent.) My 
firength is quite exhauſted! —Faintneſs weighs 


down my lids—Oh welcome, gentle ſleep} come, 


and pers me to meet WAN: brother | 0 


1 Gaspako- 


loa. [ Enters, looks into the tent. Good He 


fleeps! Heaven comfort him !—{ Going, he meets 
Rolla in a Montt's habit, and ſtops him,]— Who comes 


there ?—Speak ! Who art thou? 
Rol. A Benedictine Friar. © | 
Gas. What wouldſt thou, reverend Father? 
Rol. Tell me, friend, where is the captive 
Spaniard, Alonzo, guarded ? 8 
Gas. In this tent. 
Rol. Here? I would ſee bias. 
GAS. Back ! you mult not enter, 
Rol. Surely, his friend. 
Gas. Not, though you were his brothet. 
Rol. What fate awaits him? 
Gas. He dies at ſun-riſe. | | 
Rol. Ha! then am ] but juſt in time. 
Gas. Aye, to witneſs his death, 
Rol. Friend, I muſt ſpeak. to him. 
Gas. Back, | ſay ! 
Rox. Is he alone? 
Gas. He is. 


Rol. I pray thee let me ſce him. 


Gas. Impoſſible ! My orders are too ſtrict. 
Rot. [drawing from his boſom the diamond ſim 
wohich the king gave bo on theſe brilliants! 


A TRAGEDY. 8 


Gas. How they ſparkle! 
Rol. Let me bur ſee Alonzo,' and ey are 
hide 


Gas. Hope you to bribe me 2>—Monk, I am wi 


Old Caſtilian. - 
Ron. Take them, and do a good deed. 
Gas. Back ! Back I muſt do my duty. 
Rol. Art thou married? „ | 
Gas. Aye. 
Ror. kla thou children 2 
Gas. Four boys. 
Rol. Where are they? 
Gas, | ſoftening] Far from me, in my own 
country. 


Ror. And your wife, your chillen; do you 


love them? 
Gas. [with emotion Do 1? Oh! my God! 
RorL, Say, then, thou ſhould'ſt die in a foreign 
lands Ä 
Gas. Then will my comrades bear to them my 
laſt farewell and my bleſling. | 
Rol. And muſt not that man's heart be ſtone, 


who refuſed thy comrades the fight of thee for a 


moment ? 


_ Gas. Say you? 


Rol. Alonzo has a wife, has an ſk Thoſe 


mourners have ſent me hither, to receive for them 
his blefling and his laſt farewell. 


"' 


Gas, [after à pauſe, preſſes Rolla's Band, and | 


Points to the tent. —See him, then! Exit. 
Ror. Oh Holy Nature, thou never haſt failed 


me yet Alonzo, where art thou? There lies he 


buried in ſleep.—Alonzo Awake, Alonzo | 


Alox. | /tarting from ler. Is it the hour ? 
Lead on! I am ready. 


Rox. Take courage! e 
1 „ Alox. 


* N - * * 0 Yo 1 
ES a 
2 2 r 


\ 
* 
4 we 
age ws — —— e e 


a 2 


2 — * * £ 
- 2 1 , 
. 8 v 2 oy —— A2 N Tour 5 * 27 7 - — 8 er 4 
S 2 MY 9 rn 1 ˙ ., "PS 0 r 
. 8 * Pavers r te — ane IA. IG” © od b on 
2 5 1 — . * 2 * — n 5 0 * 0 oe 
, 3 2 - - C * 3 — 4 
3 . 833 Ys — * OT” . 
** 2 8 0 7 ws 

1 g 5 — N wr. — es n , pn rf AR nn, og TOS 7 
D es Pex _ 2 e * e FOR RT” * . * * 
3 eee ' . 


a - 5 
r 
. 


— 


—— . — 


1 — en eng n 
1 / 89 *6 2% 
r W wy "AR. * 
* 8 8 OA &+- 
nd OPER ES. WE 
R 1 


„F RE Re nn! CO TAS 
=D q 
9 5 2 * * 2 Fe” * r 


; EE 
1 


£ 


74 ROLLA; ok, THE PERUVIAN HERO; 


Alox. Ha ! That voice 

Rot. Is Rolla's. 

1 embracing bin] 1 Rolla! Is not this a 
dream How haft thou gained entrance? 

Rol. This is no time for queſtions [ Throwing 
ff bis babit|—The corſe of .a Monk, who pe- 


riſhed in yeſterday's action, furniſhed me : with this | 


diſguiſe; take- t—and fly! 


Alox. And you? | | 
Ro. I remain here, in your place. 
Alox. You !—Rolla, that muſt not be. | 
Rol. Pri'thee, no talking! a On with this habit, 


and away! 


Aron. And leave you to periſh 3 would 


I ſuffer myſelf a ſecond death! 
ROL. I ſhall nor periſh ; *tis Alonzo ah they 


hate, not Rolla.— T will be a ſhort confinem ent 
no more from which thy valour will ſoon free me. 


ALoNx. On! little doſt thou know Pizarro's 


ſullen ſoul! His prey will be loſt through thee, and 
thou mult fall the victim of bis vengeance. 


Rol. Not fo, not ſo!—- A powertul ranſom— 
 ALon. He is ſtill greedier of blood than gold. 
' Rot, Beit fo; yet, what matters it to me? Jam 


alone in the ld an iſolated being tor whom no 


ohe cares, a ſolitary bramble planted in a ſandy 
deſert: hew it down, none will miſs it: caſt it 


into the fire, too happy if its flames give warmth to 


two virtuous beings.— But, on the other ſide, Alonzo 
is an huſband, and a father. On. thy hte depend 
the joy and ſorrow of a doting wife, of an =» avon 
zofant !—Away, then away — 1 his habit. on 
with it, and fly! | 

Alox. Wilt chow make obe me a eobendly 


aſſaſſin — the affa flin of my friend too? Wilt thou 


force me to accept a life which the remembrance of 
thy death mult embitter eternally ? ? | 


RoL. 


one at TRAGEDY. 1470 


ow: Neyer ſhould'ſt- thou onal me bur 
in the arms of Cora! Drop but one tear of regret 
in the cup of your bliſs, I aſk no more. My lite 
has been uſeleſs ; deny not my laſt prayer, my only 
one, that my death may not be ulclels alſo, 
AzLov. Friend, canſt thou torture me thus? Oh 
my death-hour is bitter! c 

Ror. Alas! to ſweeten it, flee not even A 
farewell from your wife ! Her grief for your loſs 
yay robbed her of her ſenſes : She Knows no one, 

one 1woon ſucceeds another. 

ALox. Oh my Cora! | 

Ror. If ſhe 2 you not ſoon, 1 fear me chat 


„ 


ALoxN. | farting] Sayꝰſt thou, her life. 
Rol. Thy death kills her, and thy 505 becomes | 
an orphan! . 

ALox. Rolla W be his Reber | 

Rol. Rolla? No !—Think'{t thou Rolla will 
ſarvive the loſs of Cara ? 

ALox. Oh for ſtrength to maintain this fearful. 
contelt ! 

Rot. And what gain t they by this obſtinacy ? ? 
Thou wilt not fly? Be it fo, nor will I! Here will 
I ſtay; no power ſhall ſeparate. thee from me! Thou 
ſhalt have the joy of ſeeing me periſh by thy ade, 
and then is Cora quite for faken! 

Aron. Mani Thou wilt drive me frantic! 

Rox. If you {till reſiſt, all is loſt to a certainty. - 
Bur fly, and there is {till hope. My fate will not be 

decided without diſcuſſion: I can gain time by 

flattering Pizarro with the proſpect of important 
diſcoveries; while you haſten to the Peruvian 
camp, call the flower of our youth together, fall 
in the coming night like a ſtorm upon the Spaniards, 
and bear from their n p your friend triumphantly. 
1:2 LE] K 
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Look! look! the day advances ! Away, Alonzo! 


Nav, delay not. Fly to the arms of Cora; fave her 
lifd—then return, and reicue mine. 
ALon. Rolla ! Rolla | What is't you counſel me? 
Rol. Did Rolla ever adviſe a meanneſs ?. No, 
no! Away! Wrap thyſelf up compelling Alonzo to 
diſguiſe himſelf. ]J—Beware leſt thy fetters rattle! — 
The cowl low upon thy face !—So, now 'tis well! 
 Away— with emotion. — God be with thee, friend! 
Greet Cora from me.. and tell ber- ſhe was 
unjuſt to me. | 
ALoN. | embracing * in the greatef agitation. | 
Friend—Brother I cannot ſpeak ! 
Rol. Feel I not thy tears trickling upon my 
boſom !— No more! Leave me! Alonzo, I am re- 
warded Hark! the ſentinel- Away! 


Alox. In a few hours I return to releaſe you, or 
to die.— Farewell! 


Roz. Farewell —[aſide] fort ever \—f Gaſp ero en- 


ters; as A lonzo ee 28 he vows ToſpeApulty, and 
follows him out.] 


SCENE VII. 


Roa [alone]. 


| Yor. | after a payſe]—He i is gone 1 Fe or the firſt 
time have my lips uttered a falſehood; but the God 
of truth will pardon it! He Aatters himſelf with 
the vain hope that we ſhall meet again !—Aye, 
yonder perhaps, yonder, where Cora ſhall love me! 
—Selfiſh man! Own thou dieſt ſo willingly, but 
that when Cora enters the palace of our father, her 
firſt queſtion may be, Where is Rolla . 1 
Some one approaches. 


ScENE 


| 
i 


A TRAGEDY. 4 
SCENE VII. 
Rol LA. ELvIRA. 


El v. [entering] Now, Alonzo, haſt thou re- 
ſolved ?-----Ha! who art thou? Where is Alonzo? 
| Rot. Which queſtion ſhall I anſwer firſt? 


Euv. Anſwer! Anſwer | Where | is Alonzo ? 
Ror. Gone. 


E v. Eſcaped ? 

Rol. Even ſo. | p 

ELV. Ha, they muſt after him 1—[Going, de 0p 
Poſes her paſſage. |— 

ROL. Hold! You ſtir not. 

El. Infolent ! Releaſe me, or I call the guard. 

Rox. Do what thou wilt, o Alonzo but 
time. 
E. 8 but to noch me, and 

Rol. graſping her arm]! ſay, you ſtir not! 
J poniard]—N ay, then, this dag- 
a : ger . · „40 


55 Rok Strike, but my arm hall graſp thine i in 
Sz Aying! 


El v. Indeed ? Think'ſt hk ſo bravely — 


then perhaps thou may'ſt deſerve more notice.— 
Releaſe me, and I ſtay, 


ROI. *Tis enough; ere this he is in ſafety. 
ELv. Fled Alonzo by 95 aſſiſtance | ? 
ROL. By mine. 


El v. And thou dareſt to own it ? 
Rol. Why ſhould it be concealed ? 


| : El. Thou art ready then to die 1 in his place? 
I Rol. I am. 35 | 


Ev. Friends like thee are rare. 


| f Ro. I ſaved him not through friendſbip. 
— ELv. Wherefore then ? 


ROL. The reaſon would not intereſt thee. 1 
| LV. 
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78 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO; 


Erv. It ſeems thou lov'ſt not many words. 
Ro. Thou ſee'ſt that I prefer actions. 
ELV. Who art thou ? 

Ror.. Rolla. 8 


Ev. The Peruvian general? 


Rol. I was yeſterday. | 
El v. Is it poſſible? What! Rolla in our power? 


Ror. Completely. 
Erv. Haſt thou been undervalued ? Com'ſt thou | 


to us in anger? 


Rol. I underſtand you not. 
Er v. Has thy king not t rewarded thee equal to 


thy deſerts? 


Rol. Above them. 
Eil v. And yet thou art here oe Nob through an- 


ger; not through friendſhip ; and yet thou art here 9 


Rol. And) yet Jam here. 
ELv. Then know I but one paſſing; which could 


excuſe ſuch raſhneſs. 


Rol. And that e 


ELV. Love! 


Rol. Thou art right. 


ELv. Thou lov'ſt, then 1 And whom ? 
Rol. That . not thee. 


ELv. And on chis action thou haſt formed ; an 


hope... 


. I . nothing ! | 
ErLv. Now, then, I underſtand thee; © be- 


Jjoved is no more | Deſpair and loathing of life 
Have brought thee hither, | 5 


Rl. As thou wilt. 

ELv. I pity, thee, Peruvian. 

Rox. I thank thee. 

Ex. v. And is thy loſs irreparable ? ? 

Roz.. Irreparable, 

ELv. So young, wilt thou renounce the world's 


| Rox, | 


A FN 7 
Nor. Poſterity alone can beſtow true glorys _ 
ELV. But ſay, oP could” ſt ive 1 to render freſh | 
ſervice to thy country? er 
Rot, That will I, if! you take not my lite from 
me. | 
ELv. And in what way : 
Rol. By fighting againſt Spain. 5 
ELV. That to my face „ 
Rol. Oh, that thou wert Pizarro ! 
Ex v. Wherefore 
Rol. Then would I ſay it to Pizarro's face! 
ELV. Ha! by my life, Peruvian, chou art a man 
as men ſhould be. | 
ROL. Then ſtrive thou to be like me. 
Ev. I, like thee ? | Alas! Llama week and helps 
leſs woman. | 
ROL. A woman ? 
Ekv. Does that amaze thee ? 
RoL, No. | 
Erv. Right; nothing ſhould amaze an hero. 
Rol And leaſt of all a woman 
Ev. Not, ſhould'ſt chou ſec her act bravely and 
eloriouſly ? 
Rol. Not even then: | 
ELv. Rolla, thou deſpiſeſt women. 
Roc. No; they are both better and worſe than 
men. 
Ev. Say, | ſhould reſtore thee and peace to thy 
country, would 'ſt thou reckon me among the bets 
ter 2 
Nor Perhaps ſo. 
Ev. But perhaps ? 
Rol. To. know what thy actions are is not 
enough; I muſt know alſo why they are. | 
Ev. Haughty Peruvian! How may 1 purchaſe 
fy wy triendihip ot that proud heart? 
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de ROLLA; os, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


| Roar. With the friendſhip of thine.s 


ELy. 1 will try that means; the day has ſcarcely 


Ve ah yet is it time. Take this dagger, follow 
. 
Rol. Whither ? 


ELv. To Pizarro's tent: there, while he ſleeps, 


plunge this dagger in his heart ; and one blow frees 


thy country, thee, and Elvira, bY 
Ror. How has Pizarro injured thee ? | 4 
Err. My love exiſted in his glory ; ; they died 


Rol. Tben thou haſt loved him-? 

Erv. I thought ſo while I heard him praiſed, 

RoL. [ celdiy]—And: DOS thou would'tt have 
me murder him 1n his flee | 

EI v. Would he not 50 murdered . 
when in chains? We only pay him in bis own 
coin, The ſleeper and the captive are ke de- 


fenceleſs. 


Rol. Give me the * then. 
El v. | giving ii] — Thou haſt it. 
Rol. Now on; I follow thee. 

Ex v. But mark me; the ſentinel Who guards / 


this tent muſt be made away with. 


Ror. Indeed ? 
ELV. Elſe will he alarm his fellows, 


Rol. Then take thy dagger again. 
ELV. HOW? 


Rol. This ſentinel 1 is a man. 
ELV. Mean'ſt thou 


Rol. A man, I ſay; mark you me, not every 


one who looks like a man is one. 


Ev. I underſtand you not. 
Rol. This ſentinel, who could reſiſt gold, could 


not reſiſt his heart: He 1 is my brother, I hurt him 
not! 


ATRAGEDT: „ 


Euv. Then muſt we try what artifice can do. 


Hide your dagger !—Within there, Guards! 


SCENE IX. 
GasrER®, ErLvira, Rorra. 


' Gas. What would'ſt thou, lady ? 
ELV. Where is the priſoner ? 


_ Gas. Is he not here ?— Seeing Rolla. — Ha! 


* 


What means n I am !—Alonzo has 


eſcape d! 
| = at Thou art loſt ! 


Gas. [fo Rolla. ] Thou haſt Cad me, and | 


I muſt die —My wife! Oh—my poor wife and 
children! 


Rol. Take cobrage! Pizarro has loſt nothing by 
the exchange. Thou ſhalt be OY I give 


_ thee my word. 


Ev. And with it thou haſt mine. But we baſte - 
to make this accident known to Pizarro: this man | 


muſt with me. Follow me! 
Gas. Oh, he will have no mercy ! Son 
Ev. Iwill anſwer for thy pardon. 
Rol. That too will I. 


Gas. Ah, lady ! for the fake of my poor 


babes. 
Ex. Be calm; no hair of thy head ſhall ſuffer. 
—Rolla, art thou reſolved ? 

Ror.. I follow thee. 

Ev. Away, then'!—Angel of Death, now guide 


us to the tyrant | N 8 3 
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$2 ROLLA; os,'THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


S CEN E X. —PIZ ARRO's Tent. 


Now | [ diſcovered aſleep ; be ſeems agitated, and at 


intervals utters a few broken words.] 


PZ. Blood od No pardon 1—1 will 


have vengeance !—Vengeance - Hew him down ! 


-—Good !-—There lies his head !—Ha ! ha! ha! 
—His flaxen ringlets I—Ha! how they look 


now, dabbled with gore! 


8 0. ENE XI. 
PA Ervina, Ror ra. 


Err. [entering ſo fy. - There he lies Now, 


be ſudden | 


Rol. Leave me with him. 

ELV. Wherefore? | 
Ro.. I cannot FO while a woman looks 0 Ohh 

ELv. But. 

Rol. Ay, or r I wake ies” 

ELv. Then call me, when the deed 1s done. 

Rol. Wait thou without. | 


Erv. But be a leſt the tyrant ould 


awake. 1 - 800 1 


SCENE Ip 


Rout a. Pizarro izeping) 


"Rp [2pproaching the bed, and looking on Pizarro 
with his arms folded. — This then is the murderer 


of Peru's peace ; the robber, whom the offended _ 


0. i | Gods 


| 
N 
; , 


death ha 


A TDA GB/D;As 141573 8 


Gods have ſent hither fo our torment And he 


fleeps ! Can this man really reſt? 
P1z. [i his ſleep. Leave me! Leave me — 


Torture me no more, ye W pin! en L 
Ry, IN 13 


Rol. I was deceived Ehe can not reſt. Look 
an this couch, ye wavering ; thus fleep the guilty ! 

- Piz. ¶ Harting from bis couch in terror. }—Who 1 is 
there? — Ha! within there! Guards! 

Rol. drawing his eee word, and 
thou dieſt. 

Piz. Ha! what treaſon 7 —— 

Roc. Speak low, | command thee. 

PIZz. And who art thou? 

No. A Peruvian, as thou ſeeſt, by n name Rol- 
la; thy life is in my power, and thou would'ſt call 


for help in vain: Thy guards cannot haſten ſo 


ſwiftly as my arm can ſtab. 
P1z. What would'ſt thou e 
Rol. Not thy death: I could have murdered 


thee while ſleeping, but I ſpared thee: therefore be 


calm, and hear me. 
Prz. Say on. 


SCENE XII. 


Exvina, RoLLa, PizarRo, 


Erv. Why delay thou--.-Ha! Do my eyes 


deceive me !—fTo R dlla]—Troitor ! Traitor! 


RoL. [proudly and coldly.] — Rolla 1s no aſſaſſin, : 


Piz. And Who. Amazement! Didft thou then 

e Thon. baſeſt of women! 
El v. Lan, her courage. Were I that, thy 
never been my object: Thearkened not 
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34 ROLL A; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


to. vengeance, J obeyed not the dictates of jealou- 


ſy : No, *twas the intereſts of humanity which un- 


ſheathed my dagger; I raiſed it againſt the robber of 
à crown, againſt the oppreſſor of an innocent peo- 
ple. Fain would I have reſtored that peace to Peru 
which thou haſt ſtolen from her, and ne 
did Elvira reſolve thy death. _ | 
Rol. Had the action been as 5 as its eds 
ſign, woman, I ſhovld admire thee. ba, | 
Euv. It was noble, but the woman's weaknels 


marred it. Why did not my own hand commit 
this virtuous crime? Why did I truſt its execution 


to thee? Rolla, Rolla, my murder had deen more 


merciful than thy ill-timed humanity. 
Paz. Peace, thou maniac! That mercy ſhall 


now be thine! Within. there! [Guards enter. ]J— 
Seize that woman, who plotted your general's 


death. Throw her into your deepeſt dungeon; 


invent new tortures; make her ſuffer - 
EL v. Right, right! Be thou Pizarro ſtill, as I 


Mall be ftill Elvira. Death is welcome, ae my 


attempt has failed; yet ere I leave thee for ever, 


thou ſhalt hear me, tyrant !—Yes, in mercy to 
mankind would I have murdered thee, in mercy 


even to thee. A ſudden death would have ſpared 


_ thee fearful pangs; but thou wert deſtined to periſh. 
by piecemeal, to feel all the tortures of thy indig- 


nant conſcience, and drink to the dregs the bitter 


cup of remorſe. Proceed in thy bloody courſe! 
Murderer of nations, murder me too! Remem- 
ber'ſt thou yet, how thy ſmooth tongue beguiled 
me of peace and innocence? Hear'it thou ſtill the 
laſt words of mv mother, when ſhe curſed the ſe- 
ducer of her child? Hear't thou {till the laſt groan 

of my brother, who would have puniſhed his ſiſter's 
f 58 aa and fell ” thy murderous ſword?— 


Come, 


4 
| 


THC DV. 0. 


Come, then, | monſter ! Plunge me at once into 
that night, where ſoon or late thou muſt follow 
me; the muſic that thall welcome thee is pre- 
pared in my mother's dying curfes, in my bre- 
ther's dying groans, in the cries of countleſs num- 
bers, who nightly ſhriek to Heaven for vengeance 
for vengeance upon Pizarro! 
Piz. {ftriving to conceal his birror. }—Obey me, 
ſlaves! Away with her! 
Ev. Rolla, thou haſt A me; but 1 for- 
give thee. Oh let not thy contempt follow me 
to my grave! 1 once was virtuous ; my heart once 
was pious and pure! Knew'lt thou by what arts 
this hypocrite robbed me of innocence, how craf- 
tily he undermined my religious faith, bow imper- 
ceptibly he enticed me ſtep by ſtep into that abyſs 
of guilt whence there is no returning---knew'ſt 
thou this, Rolla, 1 thould have thy pity. 

Rot. (giving ber his band.] — Thou haſt it. 

Ev. It falls ike a drop of comfort on the flames 
of my conſcience. Soul of honour, farewell!—[Tg 
Pt zarro And thou fiend in an human ſhape, fin on; 
ſin, till we meet again !— Ha! we ſhall meet again! 
Heap oh me thy torments; my ſoul exalts me 
above them, I deſpiſe them and thee! To live 
with glory, was at the option of my fate; to die 
with eee Is entirely at my own. 
[Eur guarded. 


SCENE XIV. 


ROLLA. PIZz ARRO. 


Worlds ould not bribe 


Rol. Pizarro! 
me to be in thy place. 


Pra 


- 26 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


Piz. But now explain to me this double won- 
der: : Rolla in my tent? Rolla my preſerver ? | 

Rox. TI came hither to fave my friend Alonzo.  þ 

Piz. Then art thou here in vain: much do I : 

| hve thee—aſk of me what thou WA I po: no- 
thing but Alonzo's life. : 

Rol. I need not aſk. it. He is 10 ſafety. 

PIZ. Who? | | 
Rol. Thy priſoner. | 
Piz. Eſcaped, ſay'ſt thou? 

Ro.. Even fo. 

Prz. Hell and fiends !— [mpoſfible! N 

Rob. And wherefore? Thou think'ſt our na- 
tion barbarous: now learn at leaſt that we know 
how to feel and valuc friendſhip. 

Piz. Whar !—Did'lt thou dare. 

Rol. 1 did, —Wrapped in a Monk's habit, * 
gained acceſs to Alonzo's tent, gave him my dil 
guiſe; he fled, and i took his place. 

Piz. Ha!] thou haſt robbed me of my deareſt 
1 He was a beneral: my rank is not nfs. 
rior : inſtead of his, q. nch thy thirſt for blood in 
mine. 

Piz. Peruvian, thou: compelr me to admire 

. thee. 
Rox. I bluſh that a woman ſhould ſhare that 
admiration with me: Elvira entered bis tent with 
the tame deſign. . 

P1z, Say'ſt thou? — The trait'reſfs \—Ha! when 
J look nearer, methinks I ſhou!d rather thank thee 
for Alonzo's flight: had ſhe found him inſtead of 
thee, had the guided him hither as her inſtrument, 
the aflafigation had ere tins been effected! 

Ror, Thou art re unjult: Alonzo had done as i 


have. 
p 12. 
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A TRAGEDY. 8; 


_ Think'ſt thou ſo? I doubt it, and eſteem 
myſelf bound to thee deeply. Tell me, Peruvian, 
how may | reward thy ſervice ? 
Rol. Can'ſt thou aſk? 
Piz. Well, thou haſt thy liberty. 
| Rox. Of courſe. 
Piz. And now acknowledge, thy foe can equal 
thee in generoſity. 
ROL. Thou ſhow'ſt none: thou doſt but thy 
duty. 
| P1z. Farewell ; | 1 hd we meet in the 
field. 
Rol. We light, as beſeems warriors. 
Piz. I will ever turn my ſword from thee. 
Rol. Do not that; now that I know thee, thou 
ſhalt be the firſt whom I ſeek in the field of battle 
Till then farewell, and the Gods mend thee !— 
Going, be returns|—Y et one requeſt, The ſoldier 
who was placed before Alonzo's tent did his duty; 
he is innocent of my friend's copy OO him! 
Piz. Yeu require much. 
Roc, It my prayer be rejected, let me remain 
here, and ſuffer for him. 
r Sacrifice tape for a common 
ſoldier? 
or. Hers a man, of whoſe calamity I was 5 the 
cauſe. 
Pz. Depart in peace] forgive bim. 
Rol. Thy hand in pledge of pardon. 
6 PIZ. [giving his Se Tis thine, and be my 
riend 
Rot. Give us peace z ſerve thy God devontly, 
as we ſerve ours; - be che friend of Yr aye thou 
art mine, | 
PIZz. Aid me but to reach that glorious goal of 
all! my wiſhes, Quito's throne, and | | 


Rot. 
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88 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


Rol. [ withdra wing bis haut No more! Pare. 


. well! | | Exil. 


Prz. [after a pauſe. And I have reſtored him 
to liberty ! 'Tis dangerous to liſten to enthuſiaſts ; 
inſenſibly we fall into their errors. —Well, well; 


be has my word !—My word? Shall I aſk my con- 
- feſlor whether I need keep my word, when given 


to an heretic ? -I will not; that heretic is an hero, 
and heroes throughout the world have one com- 
mon faith, | (Exit. 


SCENE Þ 6, 


AG rove-|Shronch the Branches are ſeen the 7 owers 


of Quito. 


ATALIBA [aloe]. 


Star. How calm, how filent is all around me 


Methinks I feel, after this victory, as recovering 


from a dangerous fever. I rejoice that the peril 
is gone by, yet ſcarce have ſtrength to ſupport my 
joy. I ſmile, while my eyes ſwim in tears, and 


the voice of exultation dies away in a ſigh.— 


Alas! victory is ever a dear purchaſe! Hiſtory 
records the numbers of the ſlain, but counts not 


their numbers whom conqueſt makes wretches ! 


Each arrow's barb, though it ſeems to pierce but 


one heart, too often transfixes an hundred. Ah! 


gladly would I fell all my vickories, for one happy | 
harveſt-home ! 


SCENE XVI. 


1 ZORANO. 
or. The herald is returned unſucceſsful. 
Aral. Ha! Is then Alonzo dead? Ut 
[os Ot Zon. 


A TRAGEDY. 1-3-0 
Zor: He ſtill lives, but the Spaniards deſpiſed 


your proferred ranfom.—** Your tteaſures,” ſaid 
a the proud ones, © belong to us; paſs a few days, 


and we are your ms) our . lies in our 
ſtrength.“ 
ArAl. HO.] Not yet tumbled ?—Atready 


does this ſnake, which has wound its folds around 


my ſceptre, rouſe itſelf again Where is Cora? 
Zox. Gone with her child, no one knows whi- 


ther: the army is ſunk in the moſt abject depreffions 


” for Rolla too has TORS: 
Axl. Rolla? Impoſſible !—Rolla gone, and 
left his king ſurrounded by danger and diſtreſs? 


Oh that I were in my grave, and at reſt, freed 
from theſe royal trammels! gladly would I ex- 


change lots with the meaneſt ot my ſubjects. 
SC EN E XVII. 
' Atonzo; ATALIBA, Zonano. 


Aron. My King, behold Alonzo at your feet 
ATAL. Alonzo! Can I believe my * 
Alox. Cora. ., my wife !. 
Aral. Oh happy meeting ! 
Aron, My wife. where is my wife? 
Arr. How didſt thou eſcape ? 


Aron. My preſervation 1s almoſt a miracle - 


ATAL. Say on! 


ALon. Who bur Rolla could feen himſelf | 


to preſerve his friend? Who but Rolla could in 
this difguiſe have found his way into my dungeon ? 


It was his hand which broke my chains, and forged 


others for himſelf. 
Aral. Rolla in the enemy's power ?—Ab! thou 
giv | me a freſh wound. 


N | " Aw. 


ax 
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Ao. {throwing off his diſguiſe, ]—Give me a 
word, and five hundred reſolute men; 1 haſten to 
his reſcue. -f | 

ATaL. What riſque in 1 thee my lalt ſupport, 
my only one ? 

Alox. The foe is N the right Ide of 
ber camp is weakly defended. eee cruelties 
have made him the object of abhorrence, and his 
ſoldiers murmur. Leave them no time for re- 
collection. Vet another victory, and we drive 
them into the fea, where the billows (ball hide our 
ſufferings and their perſecution, | 

 ATaL,, Away, then! I will myſelf els. their 
camp, and examine where our attack is moſt likely 
i be ſucceſsful. 

Aton. Nay, expoſe not thyſelf to ſuch perils 3 
thou art a king... | 

ATAL., Where danger threatens his children, 
© the father ever goes himſelf, - Come! 
Alox. Yet ere we depart, let me, my Sovereign, 
once embrace my Cora! 

AAL. [embarraſſed.] — Cora 
 ALox. She mult have ſuffered heavily. 

ATAL. To that can I witneſs. | 

Aron. One moment, and I am with thee again. 

ArAL Stay! Where wouldſt thou api her? 

ALON. [ farting. Is ſhe not here 

ATAL, Wild with anguiſh ſhe fled-- = 

Aron. Whither ?. | | 

ATAL, I know not. Perhaps to her father in 
che mountains. 

Alon. God! How every limb Wet with 
alarm! 

Zok. She was ſeen wandering through the field 
of battle, ſhrieking thy name, al aight came on. 

LOW! And then? 


Z ok. 


AT R A'G EDS; ge 


"ow: She concealed herſelf in the wood. | = bo 
| Aron. The wood ?2—where ſtraggling ON 4 
niards----Cora! Cora! Going. 
ArAL. Alonzo, whither wouldſt thou! > SY 8 EE 
 AL1oNn, Wherever agony and deſpair may guide 
me.—lnca, thou art in ſafety, the conquered foe 
dares not now attack you: guardian of every right, 
yield me now to the rights of nature. My wife, 
my child, my all is loft ! Diſmiſs the general from 
his duty, that the huſband may ſeek hiswife! 
Arx. I feel for my affliction.— Go, but forget ö 


not Rolla. | 
Aro. Cora! Rolla Oh guide, ſome pitying | 
Angel, guide my uncertain ſteps! ' [ Exit, 


Ara. (% Zorano. Lend me for a moment 
thy ſword.¶ Zorano obeys. Ataliba tries to wied 
it, but his arm ſinks. ]—lt will not be !—Alas, poor 
king! what avails it that wy heart is ſo willing 
when _ arm is fo powantets | "THING, 


END of ds FOURTH. ACT, 
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SCEN E 1. A thick Wad 2 10 os back ground 
ſtands an Hut ; almsſt ee br 5 776.75 Ow 
and Li ebring. 


[Cora enters with ber Child # in e arms; s pants he 


ang her hair We diſhevelled in 4 ns 
OR A. 5 


CAN no more Ladliberd is weaker than Love ; 
my heart ſtill urges me forward—But'I can no 


more! Thou fleep'ſt, my little one? Ah! thy 


father ſleeps ſounder! Thou wilt wake, Alonzo 
never !—Oh! Why muſt I be a mother? why 


muſt this babe ſtill bind me to life? I am fo 


wretched ! fo wretched, that 1 dare not even die 
—Ha! Where am I? whither has anguiſh hur- 
ried me? Lightnings glare through the gloomy 


wood, but they point me to no path! Loud rolls 


the thunder among yon mountains, and drowns. 


my failing voice: I can go no further]! my limbs 


DO - 


no longer yield me their ſupport—[ She finks beneath 


- & tree, exbauſted-]—Thou {miPft, fweer baby, ſtran- 


ger to ſorrow, ſtranger to fear Flame, flame, ye 
ligbtnings! Roar, ye deep thunders! Innocence 
ſleeps in its mother's arms, and heeds ye not! — 
Here will I make for my darling a ſoft bed of 
leaves and moſs, and will cover him with my veil, 
and will lay me down beſide bim, and will give 
him a ſweet kiſs, and die ! —[ She wraps the Infant in 


ber Teil, and piaces him on the ground. — There! — 


So Now fleep, my babe, fleep* Oh may'ſt 
thou never wake again to ſzek nounſhment 
12 | 1 : in 


(Oper ERICA AIP ne — > ˙ Es, 14 


A TRAGEDY. n 
n vain at the breaſt of thy exhauſted mother !— 
How is it with me ?—My brain--a cloud — 
it — Every limb fails me !—Every nerve is re- 
laxed !—God of my fathers, is this death? [Se 
lea is her bead inf be tree, and her gies . 5 


1 


Pauſe. N 
ALON, [ within, and far of] —Coral.. ant 
CoRA. eee E . ow teh. 
ALON, Cora OS Reo BRA 
Cora. Is it. Tis the thunder's echo among the 


mountains! 
ALox. Cora! : 
Cora. Hark! hark ! Iam called by 45 e ſpire 
of the hill! | 
Aron. [nearer 1 
Don, [Ciſing haſtily. }—Deceive me not, my 
beart ! Deceive me not II be voice is Alon» 
20˙8 ? 
Alox. Cora! 
Cora, (advancing a few ſt ps to tle fide whence 
| the voice Comes. Aon Where? — Where : ? 
ALON, Coral 
Cora, | following the voice. I- ini is b 
voice! | 
ALon. Cora! 
CoA, [ging further into the 260d, }—Alonzs ! 
—Oh ! What gives me this new rene — 1 
Alonzo! . 
Alox. [ nearer.] Cora A again ! Co- 
ra 
| Cora, [with a brick 4 ee joy and anxiety, 
Here! Here !—| She diſappears among the trees. 
A pauſe, during which their voices are beard calling 
each other at a diſtance. At length an exclamation of” 
rapture, which can juſt be beard, gives to underſtand 
that they have met.] 


- 


} 
g 0 L 
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S C E N E Ti 
2D Lorzz, [both drunk). 


12 Comrade, where are we going ? 
Loy. Comrade, exactly where-ever you pleaſe. N 
Jo. It comes into my head., that we have loft | 
Our way? 

Lor. Impoſſible !—if we only keep the fun on 
the left hand | — 

Jo. Aye, by my won, the ſun And pray 
can t thou ſee it? | 

Lo. Can'ſt not underſtand, f impleton, that we 
can't fee it on account of the ſtorm ? 

Jo. But ſuppole, inſtead of the ſun, we leave the 
lightning on tbe left hand.. 

Lor. *T will do every jot as well. We cannot be 
far from the camp; for, but this moment I heard 
the advanced poſts cry, © Cora! | 

Jo. That mult needs be the watch-word. 

Loy. Aye! aye: Let us on.—{ Goirg, they per- 
ceive the child. | | 

Jv. Hey! hey! beende what have we here ? 

Lor. [raiſing the veil. —This?—Irt's a child. 

Jv. But how came the child here? 

Lor. No matter how it came; it mall 80 with 
me. 

Jo, What lacs is it cof y yours l i it 
needs muſt be an heretic- child. | 

Lor. It ſlee ps ſo ſweetly ! Juſt ſuch a one have 
I left at home! Juſt of its age too Truly, com- 
rade, I muſt needs take the child with me. : 

Jv. Up with him, then; but if you find bim 
heavy, by my faith Pl not help you! 
Lor. [raking the child in his arms. ]. Oh, he lt | 
tle rogue 15 light as a feather! 7 + 

| — 6. 


4 
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5. Methinks, if we go towards yon clump-. 

Lor. Away, then I follow you. [ Exeunt. 

Cora. [| behjnd the Scenes.] — This way, Alonzo! 
I was here I left him. 


Loe. [ within, on the oppoſite fe 4 n thee 


move thole boughs out of my way. 
Cora. [nearer.]—My heart 1s a ſure guide: - 
moment w1ll bring us to the ſpot. 
Lor. [ata diſtance.— To the left! to the delt! 
— Yonder gleams the tents; ſeeꝰſt thou not ? 


SCENE III. 
es, Cora. Al Ox ZO. 


Cop A. This i is the place, and beneath yon palm 
. She haſtens to the tree, raiſes the vezt, and | nks on 
the earth with a loud fhriek. |— 


ALoN. | follooing her. Cora, what alarms 


9 


CoRa, | Parting - from the ground. . is gone 
Aron. Eternal God! 


CoRA, 25 diſperation. 13 is gone 
ALoN. Iwill ſeek him, and. | 
Cora. My child! My boy! 

Alox. Where was he left? 


CoRa, [ throwng herſelf o on the ſpot. Here „ 


here! here! 


ALON. He may have awoke. He may have 


crept a few ſteps. 


Co, [rifing, and ſeebing anon the Buſes 1 : 


- No where ! No where! 
| ALon. Be calm! he will be fand again. 
Cora. Fernando! Oh, Fernando! 
ALoN. He cannot be far off, | 
| Cora, 
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Cora; # giving up the ſearch, and urig * | 

4 le is gone! 

' Aron. Art thou certain of the ſpot J 
' Cora. Lay not my veil here ?—"Tis fo 1 
. tyger has devoured him! . 
Aron. Think not, that the worſt. - „ 
Cora. I think on nothing is but my 
bleeding child! | 

Alox. For God's fake, Cora. 

'Cora. There is no God! 

Alo. Coral — That is a fearful word . 
not her deſpair, All Merciful !—ſbe knows | not what 
it fays. : * 

Con. What have I done. chat J mould ſuffer 

thus? — My child! my child! H wringing ber bands. 

Alox. Cora! My beloved! 

Cora, | fretching her arms towards Heaven. ]— 

My child again, or death! 

ALow. Look ! Perhaps in yon but among the | 

_frees:----- | : 

Cora. Ha! there dwells the robber of my 
child !—| haſftening towards it.] 
Arov. | following.]—Cora, for Heaven's faxe! 

Should that be the abode of Spantards-- 

Cora. I care not, though it were the den of 
fiends !—Withia there! ' 

Alox. Let me firſt---- 

een. Within! vithia, 1 lay 1 


SCENE IV. 
Las Cazas, ALONZo, Cora. 


Las Cas. Who 7 | 
Cora. My child ! Give me back my child! 


Las Cas. What, wouldts thou, firanger ? "+ 
EE |  ALon, 


A TRAGEDY. * 590 
kak Almighty Powers! Las Caſas ! 


| LAS Cas. Alonzo ! Do we meet again! ? 


ALON. My inſtructor! 
Las Cas. My friend PCB embrace. 


Cox A. My child- here haſt thou concealed : 


him ? 
Las Cas. What means WL 2 | 
Alox. Oh! Las Caſas, what a moment re- 


unites us | 


Cora. Good old man, your looks ſay that you 


can feel! Oh!] feel for me! Pity a wretched | mo- 


ther ! Pity me, good old man | 
Las Cas. I underſtand you not. 


Cora, [ Hing bis feet. I— I will be thy ſervant 
through life! My ſon ſhall be thy llave! Give me 


my fon again, good old man ! 


Las Cas. Lady. Alonzo, this is ſurely Aden | 
nyt: 


Aron. She is my wil |—Our child We have 


Joſt him. 


Las Cas. Where? | 

ALon. She left him under yon tree. 

Las Cas. Left him? | 

CoRa, [raving. ]—Right ! | right ! I am a mon- 
ler! am a cruel unnatural mother! I abandòned 
my child, and the curle of the Gods purſues me 

Las Cas, e could I but comfort thee, mour- 


Alox. Help me, Las Cabin, help me to bear 


the weight of this calamity, 
Cora. Look! Look how the gilded ſnake nw 


its folds round my child's body how the veno- 


mous reptile hities in triumph !—Now he ſtrikes 
his fork into the heart of my infant ! 


Alox. Cora! Recolle& yourſelf, my beloved. 


CoRA, Mark you that cruel eagle failing on 


high ? 


pon bn 
NT — , 
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| high ? How he pounces bis prey, and bears it in 


his talons to bis famiſhed young !—Hah ! What 


ruſtles among yon buſhes : — Tis a tyger, a blood- 


thirlty tyger '—He ſprings from his covert !—Ha! 


the blood guthes !—Save him! Save him — 


alls on the ground. 1 
ALON. 3 ber as me falls. TO. ar 


child ! 


Las Cas. Even to this ſolitude muſt i images of 
ſorrow purſue me! 
ALon. Comfort us, Las Caſas ! | My father! my 


| benefactor ! delert us not in this fearful hour! 


Las Cas. I will ſtay with thee, doubt it not; 
but here we are too near the Spanith camp. Away 
with thy wife to Quito; J will be the companion of - 
your flight. | | 
: ALov. But how to convey this helpleſs ſufferer. 

Las Cas. Sce, ſhe revives. Strive to raiſe her 


from the earth, 


ALox, Come, my beloved! Let us 80! 
Cora. Go? Whither g 
Alox. Back to our friends. | 
Cora, What, leave this place this place 

where my child periſhed ? 

Alox. The enemy is too near us ? 
Cora. What, inhuman, ſhall I not even collect | 
together the bones of my infant? 
ALon. Thy father and brother are in Quizo ; qz 
let us to them. : 

Cook A. I have no father _ no bisch t Never 

had any thing. but my child ! 

Alox We will ſeek thy child. : 

Coka, [rifing baftih. Seek it? Seek it? 

Where ? Oh where ? : 

Alox. Every where—this venerable man. will 

* us. | 

: Con. 


A TRAGEDY. 7” 


| Cora. Oh! Yes, yes l- Help us, good old: man! 
Help us to ſeek it. i 


Las Cas. Willingly : but be calm. 

Cora. Haſt thou children? 

Las Cas. I have nor. | = I. 
Cora. Then I wonder no more. Would'ſt 


thou I ſhould be calm? Give me my child again, 


and then thou ſhalt fee the calmnels of a mother! 


My child! Oh! where is my child? _ 
= [| Raſhes out. 


| Las Cas. [following ber.]—Guide her towards 


the right, 


ALON. Oh Las Caſas, the ſight of thee was to 


me hike the viſitation of an Angell [EExeunt. 


| 5 C E N E V. .—7 he Boundaries of the Spaniſh 


[RoLLA, furomded by Gain GASPERO, and 


er 


Camp. 


SOLDIERS, | „ 


Gox. a way with the idolater ! 
Rol. What mean you, ee Pizarro has 


| reſtored my liberty. 


Gon. Of that we know not. No heretic eſcapes : 
us with life, much leſs with liberty. Forward to 


the G tent. 
* Gas. Hold, comrade, the Cone comes. 


PIZzARRO, Telering. I How now Ha Do | 


my eyes deceive me? Rolla ? 


ROL. farm Y Nay, thou haſt cauſe to : 


wonder. 
Piz. And fettered too ? 
| Rox, e thou need'ſt be under no alarm. 
| WW +; 1 
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'Prz. And who has dared thus to maltreat che 
preſerver of my life? 

Som. Pardon, General; but he avowed himſelf 
a Peruvian General, and we ſurpriſed him endea- 
vouring to eſcape from the camp by ſtealth. 

Rol. [ centemptuorifly.] —By ſtealthꝰ 

Gom. We ſeized him, and theſe chains were laid 
on him by Almagro's order. - 

PIZz. Thou bear'ſt that I am innocent. | Unbind 
him. It grieves me to ſee an hero like Rolla unarm- 
ed; take this ſword, and learn to know us better; 
a$ paniard can reverence the heroiſm of an enemy. 

Rol. Ling the feeord. — And a Peruvian can 
forget injuries when his enemy ee : I forgive 
thee. 

P12. Forgive me too that I cannot ſeverely chide 
theſe ſoldiers, ſince to their error J owe this ſe- 
cond interview. 

* Rox. Theſe ſmooth words are here ſuperfluous 
— Fare thee well. 

P1z. . Since it muſt be ſo, . Yet it 
grieves me to relinquiſh the flattering hope, that 
this accident may, perhaps, be the means of our 
future union: Rolla and Pizarro were not formed 
to be enemies for cver. 

Rot. My friendſhip ſhall be thine- . fo ſoon as 

the ocean rolls between us. 
P:z. How, if our ſeparate views were blended 
into one? Thou wert diſpleaſed when I dee de 
my expectations of the throne of Quito: I renounce 
them. Let Peru ſubmit to the Spaniſh ſceptre, 
embrace the Chriſtian faith, and peace ſhall reigh 
between me and thy brethren. 

Roc. I admire ſuch generoſity! 

P12, wits b ſcoff not! To Pizarro! 5 „ friendihip.i is 

1 attached 
6 


= 


| attached the protection of a mighty monarch, and 
this Pizarro himſelf offers you his hand. 
Rot. Rolla is no traitor. 


Piz. Embrace my offer, and thou free'ſt thy 


; country from all calamity at once. 
Rot. My country has a right to claim the ſacti- 


fice of my lite, but has none to claim the ſacrifice! of 


my honour, 
Piz. Your honour ? How would'ſt thou injure 


it? Thou would'ſt but. remove a weak King from 


4 place where he merits not to ſit. 


Ror. Ataliba weak? But ſay he were 1 a 


monarch who makes his Kingdom happy, is ſtrong 

through the attachment of his ſubjects. 

Piz. Thou wilt think otherwiſe. , 
Rol. Never! Tis a point which my conſcience 

has long ſince decided. I know my duty. 


Piz. [proudly.)—And know'ft thou not alſo, 


that rejected friendſhip rages with ſcarce leſs vio- 
lence than rejected love. 

ROL. Ha! Tis well! There ave 1 long ex- 
pected thee ! Why torture thyſelf, Pizarro? Even 


throw off the maik at once; i can read rhee, 


. [maſtering his bellen — Then read me 


aright. 
Rol. May I be gone? 

FE. a/7'r.4 Pauſe, with an effort. j—Thou 
may'ft. 


Rox, Will nothing now oppoſe my departure 55 


Piz. Nothing-.--unleſs tis repentance for thy 
error. 


cauſe for N Going. 


. TRAGEDY. , 


Ne. Thanks to the Gods, Rolla never yet had 


SCENE 
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SCENE VE. 


Juan, Lor EZ, [with the Child].—Przanzo, "HK 
a LA, Sc. 


1 this, my Sen This child. 
Piz. Trouble me not! Be gone ! 
Lor. We found it in yon wood not far from the 
camp. | 

P1z. Throw it into the neareſt grave. What is 
it to me? | ED 

Rox. Gods! Tis Alonzo's child [ 

 Piz. ¶ Haring. — How] ? 

Rol. [zo Lopes. — Give it to me. Quick, good 
flow. 

Piz. ( interpy ing. ]—Softly : TORE | Alonzo's 


5 child, ſaid'ſt thou? Excellent! Welcome, biat, 


thou malt pay for all thy father's treachery! _ 
Rol. What? Wars Pizacro with children? 
IIZ. Thou underſtand'ſt me not. Alonzo has 
been long in my debt. Were I to plunge my dag- 
5 ger in this infant's heart, my debt were diſcharged, 
tis tiue, but barely diſcharged without iatereſt: 
Alonzo merely would owe me nothing. 
Rol. Thou art right; I underſtand thee not. 
PIZz. Mark me then] Fancy this little head on 
the point of a ſpear, and the. hero Alonzo ruſhing 
againſt me with his brandiſhed ſword, like ſome 
raging torrent, whoſe courſe nothing can flop ex- 
CEpt-----the bleeding head ot an infant !—Ugh!—Lo! 
how he ſtops like as were he become marble, and his 
ſword drops, and his eyes root themſelves in horror 
on my ghaſtly enſign, whence drops of blood trickle 
down the ſpear lowly ! Ha! ha! ha! 
Kor. Man! art thou human ? | 
Piz, 


7 


A TRAGEDY. - woy 


t 


Pre And then when he regains his home, when 


the anxious mother circles his neck with her ſnowy 
arms, and wipes with her ſilken treſs the blood- 
drops from his brow---- Softly, fair dame, think'ſt 


thou 'tis the blood of a foe ?—Hark |-—tis thy 


child's. © on 


Rol. Pizarro, lk how the babe Giles Can't 


thou murder this ſmiling innocent? 
Piz. Can I break a pigeon's neck ? 


Rol. Wilt thou his ranſom ?—Sell me the boy, 


and | give thee ſilver ten times his weight. 


P1z. Make of thy ſilver his ne and place it 


on his grave. 


Not, -Przarro, choad oweſt to me thy life; 35 eire jp 


me in return the life of this infant, 
P1z. Would'ſt thou diſgrace me hy ſo mean an 
exchange? Rolla, I part not with the child. 
Rol. Send back the child, and retain me thy 
priſoner. | 
Piz. I have given thee liberty; go ak thou 
wilt, but the child ſhall remain here. 
Ror.. Man! Nature cannot have ſo totally obs 


ſaken thee, but that ſomewhere in thy heart there 


till lurks an human feeling. —Behold me at thy 


feet! Me, the preſerver of thy life ! Me, thy flave 


for ever, ſo thou but giveſt me this child. 
Piz. [without beeding bim. J=The child ſhall re- 
main with nme. 


Rol. [diftra#:dly.]—Hear me, Pizarro. 


PIZ. I have but one word, you but one choice. 
—Ere ſun-ſet your hand muſt open to me the 


gates of Quito, or mine ſhall plunge a dagger 1 in 
this child's heart. 

| Rox. | farting from the ground. ]—Yes, this ſtill 
is left me [¶Mreſts wiih bis left-hand the child 


ww Lopez, aud Pranal/ees his e with the right.] 


—1 have 
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U have the child, and this ſword is not mine in 
vain! He dies who follows me! | Ruſhes out, 
Piz. Madman !—Infolent l After him, fel- 
lows Ik poffible, bring him back alive. 
[Exeuut Soldiers. 
Prz, What demon animates this man ?—Curſe 
185 folly, why gave I him a {word — [looking out] 
Ha! How furiouſly he defends himſelf !—The 
maniac ! Still he gains ground Hell and Fu— 
ries !—he eſcapes chem Away away Spare 
him no longer! Hew him down !—Away ! 
5 [ Excurt Gomez, &c. 
Piz. alone. ]—The hill conceals him from my 
fight. Blame not me for thy death, thou madman ! 
Gladly would I have preſerved. thee, gladly have 
diſcharged to thee my debt with generofity.—| Se- 
veral ſbots are heard. — Tis over !—Pare thee well! 
Thou wert worthy a more glorious fate. NOW? 
GAsp. [ entering. ] Lou are obeyed, General! 
The Pagan cannot go far. I ſaw him ſtag gger; 
merhought he was ſtruck on the right ſide. 

F1z. Oh! That he ſtill were living !—The in- 
ſolent! to beard me in my own camp! 

Gas. Vour order to {pare his life has proved fatal 
to four of my comrades. 

Son. entering. — T'was in vain: He has fought 
his way through, and reached the enemy's poſts in 
ſafety. 

. [ Bamping the ground furicaſhy. ]—Damoa- 
tion! 

Gox. Never did J witneſs ſo ſtrange a combat! 
What our ballads tell of Mooriſh warriors is mere 
play compared to it. Four of us, who fain would 
have taken him alive, he felled at his feet. A ſhot 
then for a moment brought him down; but ſoon _ 
| fing again, he leaned himſelf agaln(t a tree, 5 N 
the 


the child on _ __ and kewl around him like 


the Angel with the flaming Sword, till two others 
lay ſtretched on the graſs, and the reſt again le- 


velled their muſquets. Then, once more ſeizing 
the crying babe, he ſhot from us like an arrow; 
but bloody was the ground where he had ſtood, 
and bloody the tree againſt which he reclined, and, 
as he fled, ſtreams of blood marked his paſſage. 


Our bullets purſued 892 but he e be- 


hind the hill. 

PIZ. Why took ye not your borſes? 

Gas. They graze behind the r . 
PIZz. Ha! thou proud Pagan Vet muſt 


I needs accord thee my admiration|—Give me, 


Spain, but a thouſand ſuch men, and I lay the 
world at thy feet! EY n, 
S 
Before the IWalls of Quito. 


[ATALIBA , with Attendants ; bis Arms are folded, 
- his Countenance melancholy. ] 


Arat. All ſeems tranquil in the Spaniſh camp: 


My army is repoſing; the ſtorm is paſt over, and 
now nota ee ſighs among the branches. Silence 


reigns around. Every where is it tranquil every 


where but here! — ¶ friking his boſom. — And why 


not here ls it that I am he whoſe eyes now are 


haunted by ſpirits of the murdered ? Is it that I 


am he whoſe hearing is tortured by groans of the 
dying ?—Oh ! why ſhould they purſue me thus ? 
ns I not my [word for religion and * coun- 


try? 


vp - , 
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SCENE VII. 


Cora, [frantic. J—ATALYBA. ATTENDANTS. 5 


Cox A. Whither do you drag me? Where is 
my child's grave? — Ha! art thou found ?—Son 
of the Sun, give me my child again 
AAL. Cora! ? Whence comeſt thou, unfortu- 
nate ? | 

| Cora. Whence From the grave of my baby! 
bey have dug it deep in the earth! There all 
is ſo ſilent and ſo cold ns it freezes me to 
thank on it!! 

' ATaL. Oh 1 ſight! : 

Alox. [entering haftily with Las Caſas.]—Cora! k 
whither does thy forrow guide thee ? 
Coka. Huſh, Alonzo! We are at the goal. 
Lo | here ftands the darling of our Gods; the 
Sun is his father; it coſts him but one word, and 
the grave will give its prey back again—[ Clyping 
Ataliba's knee]—Oh, pronounce it, my king! pro- 
nounce it, that powerful word ! Take pity on a 
mother's anguiſh, and bid my child live again. 

 ATaLr. Gods! What means ſhe ? 

Alox. Her child is loſt. | 

ArAL. Unhappy mother, I cannot blo. thee ! 
Alas! I am no more than a Sovereign! | 

Cora. Thou can'ſt not help me! Oh, who 
then can? To whom have the Gods confided the 
lives of their creatures? Was it not thy hand 
which led our Peruvians to battle? Was it not for 
thee that my Alonzo fought ?—Wilt thou deny 
me the only reward I aſk for my huſband's ſervice, 

the life of my child, that he too nan * for thee 
hereafter ? | 
> IS e Ark. 


ey 


A TRAGEDY. _ uo 


Ar. Cruſh me with your anger, Gods! 1 will 
bear my Leg. patiently. 5 


Cora, Criſing.— Tyrant, thou who canſt hear 


unmoved a mother ſhriek in agony, has not blood 
enough yet been ſhed to ſatiate thy ambition? Lo! 
on each of thy diamonds hangs a blood- drop! 


And when children are torn from the breaſts of 
their mothers, to furniſh food for ſavage beaſts, 


wilt thou not ſave them ?—Ha ! what care I for 
thy diadem ? What cares a mother for the throne of. 


aito > Haſte, haſte, ye mothers whom war has 
made childleſs ! Help me to curſe, that the ſhrieks 
of our def pair and this barbarian's ſhouts of triumph 


5 may riſe together to the foot-ſtool of the Gods; and 
then, ſhould he feel for one moment the anguiſh 
which a childleſs mother feels for ever—Oh ! then 


will his ns be ſufficiently ſevere— 
{ She ſinks exhauſted on the earth. 


Alon. [ ſuſtaining her in his arms; 10 Ataliba.] 


Pardon a mother's phrenſy. 

ATAL, | wiping away a tear.] — Alas! the throne 
has nothing to repay me for the bitterneſs of one 
ſuch tear! 

Cox a, | /miling.] ]—Alonzo, my boſom pains me; 
give me my child, that I may nouriſh it !—Arr 


thou too cruel, Alonzo Thou ſee'ſt that I am 
dying, and wilt thou not ſuffer the mother once 


again to dote upon the ſmiles of her child? 
"ALON, Ah! this complaint is more heart-rend- 
ing than her deſpair. Rave, rave, EY mo- 


| ther! thou haſt no more a child! 
CoRa, | falling back upon bis boſom J—Ab! no, 


aner mother !—thou haſt a child no more! 
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SCENE IX. 


| o, afterwards ROLLA. AraiBa, Cora, 


"Ic 


1 My King, . is arrived. | | 
ALL. Rolla! . — [Rolla enters, his countenance . 
deadly pale, a bloody or d in his right band, while his 


left claſps the child to his boſom. 


ATAL. Gods! what dreadful ſight is this!“ 
RoL. [ dragging hinjelf with difficulty towards Co- 


Ta; His voice is faint. J—Cora Thy child! 


Cora, [reviving ; the fight of her child gives her 


new firength ; ſhe extends her arms towards it, | — M y 
1 child ?—Ha! 1 Stained with blood! 


Kor. Fear not The blood is mine. 
| E Ber the child. ; 


Ks, [claſping i it to ber boſom. j— My child ! = 


Rolla ! 


Rol. I loved . dearly.· loved thee ever ! 


| Thou wert unjuſt to me. can no. more !— 


[ins at ber . 

Alox. [ſupporting bim. ]—Rolla thou dieſt! 
Rol. For Cora !— He dies. 
Cor A, [tupefied with grief ach ſhe gazes on the 


corſe. |—Oh, who ever loved like this man . 
thou art dearly purchaſed. | 


Aron. Help me, Las Caſas ! Reſcue my failing 


Jajth. * | 
Las Cas. Dark are the ways of Heaven! Re- 


ſpect its judgments; pray, and ſuffer. 


n 


